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m PROSPECT. 



^^ I WANT '' — said Corona. 

Tom and Susy looked up. Corona did 
not often say she wanted anything. Susy 
thought this natural Was it not enough to 
live in the house with Tom ? But Tom had 
never thought anything about it. 

" I want " — began Corona again ; and 
then she stopped. What did she want ? Her 
thoughts were vagabonds. They roamed 
a great way from Tom and Susy at that 
moment They were a lawless, disorgan- 
ized, hungry horde. 

" Nothing for tramps I " said Corona, 
severely. But she did not say it aloud. 
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She took up the grape-scissors thoughtfully ; 
she showed a slight contraction between a 
pair of well-controlled, charitable gray eyes, 
and snipped the Malagas leisurely upon her 
plate, before she said, — 

" I want a home." 

Tom laid down his nut-pick and Susy the 
baby. It took quite a shock to make Susy 
put down the baby. Corona colored. Tom 
was her own brother; but Susy was the 
mother of her niece. 

" Give her to me ! " cried Corona, hur- 
riedly. " She 's putting up her lip. You Ve 
hurt her feelings. And oh! Susy, don't 
mind me a bit, and Tom, youVe always 
done everything ; but, Susy, the baby won't 
cry for me more than a day or two, and, 
Tom, you must see that to have a place of 
your own " — 

^^ Get married ; " said Tom. 

" I can't afford to support a husband, till 
the panic is over/' 

"Write a book,'' said Susy. "It wiU 
divert your mind. You're morbid. The 



IN PROSPECT. 7 

baby has kept you awake too much this 
winter. I'll take her to-night." 

" Experience with three poems, two Sun- 
day-school books, one obituary, and one let- 
ter to ^ The Transcript,' '* said Corona, calm- 
ly, measuring off these articles m shag-barks 
on the table-cloth, " has not encouraged me 
to pursue a literary life. If there had not 
happened to be such a press of matter every 
time, it might have been different. The 
editors regretted it exceedingly, Susy ; and 
the manuscripts are in the hair trunk in the 
inner attic." 

"Go to college," suggested Tom. " There's 
Boston University." 

" I am thirty-six years old," said Corona, 
sadly. 

" Go into business, then," cried Tom, des- 
perately. " I '11 furnish half the capital. I 
always said you were the better business 
man of us two. Come ! " 

" Tom," replied Corona, faintly, " was it 
you who inherited father's sick-headaches ? 
If I did not have one every week, however, 
perhaps " — 
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" I give it up/' said Tom, after a pause. 

" I think if I did not let you draw baby 
about so much/* observed Susy, with a ju- 
dicial expression; "and she is growing so 
cunning ! And we meant to put something 
Eastlake into your room this spring. Did 
n't we, Tom ? But we were going to wait 
for a surprise, till you got home from 
Aunt Anna Maria's. Besides, Coro, if you 
are not contented in your present way of 
life, you could make yourself very useful 
by showing a little more interest in the 
Widow's Mite, or the Reform Club, and the 
sewing-circle, you know " — 

When matters got around to the sewing- 
circle, argument ceased to be a sane method 
of conducting conversation. Susy's mind 
was so constructed. Corona sighed. But 
Tom interrupted : 

" There are depths of human nature. Sue, 
which even the sewing-circle will not fill. 
Let Coro alone. If she wants to go, go 
she shall. Why should n't she ? We went 
ourselves. You didn't stay because your 
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mother wanted help in scouring the pre- 



serves." 



" Scouring preserves ? " began Susy. 
But Tom laughed and left. 

From beyond the front door he heard 
Susy talking ; but it was a mild, safe chat- 
ter, — something about marmalade. It was 
clear that her mind was temporarily diverted 
in a sweet direction. 

Tom had that amount of profound respect 
for his wife which is involved in a well- 
assured and well-controlled conjugal affec- 
tion of several years' hard use. Still, the 
sight of Susy giving advice to Corona was 
something which he never found himself 
able to witness with that gravity which his 
ideal of his wife demanded. 

Coro sUd after him. She wore slippers 
without heels. It was one of her " ways." 
Her footfall dropped at his side without 
noise, and he started when she touched him 
on the elbow. 

" Co, what do you look like that for ? I 
understand." 
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" You don't mind, Tom, dear, a bit ? " 

" Not a mind," said Tom. " Where will 
you build it, Coro? On Fifth Avenue, 
Pike's Peak, or out in my garden? I'll 
lease you a lot. Come ! " 

" If you do understand," said Corona, 
hastily, " then there is no difficulty in the 
way. Nothing is hard in the world but 
hurting people's feelings." 

"Perhaps not," said Tom, "unless you 
count in starving, or death at the stake, or 
a codfish breakfast, or a few such things. 
But don't you bother, Co. Go ahead. I '11 
stand by you." 

" Tom," replied Corona, " I 'd like to kiss 
you." 

She did not often. At least, she did not 
often say so. Tom and Corona had never 
been of "the kissing kind." He took off 
his hat — he was in a hurry, too — and they 
kissed one another so gravely that Tom was 
quite embarrassed. But that was not till 
afterward, when he thought of it. 

•A 
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Corona had five hundred dollars and 
some pluck to spare for her enterprise. She 
had also at her command a trifle for furnish- 
ing. But that seemed very small capital. 
Her friends at large discouraged her gen- 
erously. Even Tom said he didn't know 
about that, and offered her three hundred 
more. 

This manly offer she declined in a wom- 
anly manner. 

" It is to be my house, thank you, Tom, 
dear. I can live in yours at home." 

Susy said that never would allow for a 
closet for the bedding; and one lady, a 
neighbor, unmarried and past sixty, asked 
if Corona were sure it was proper. 

" Proper ? " said Coro, looking puzzled. 
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"Why, to live by yourself so. It is so 
— so unusual; so outre. And you're not 
even literary. A literary person can do 
anything." 

" So can a lady/' said Coro, shortly. The 
ancient neighbor had begun to say "/ 
couldn't;" but checked herself upon re- 
ceiving this reply, and went away indefi- 
nitely offended. She forgave Corona, how- 
ever, in the fulness of time, so far as to 
make her a red flannel pincushion, orna- 
mented in a rectangular design with white 
porcelain buttons. 

" So far as I can see," observed Corona, 
thoughtfully, " the first thing I shall need 
is a man." 

" What did I tell you? " asked Tom. 

" But I meant an architect, or — or a 
carpenter, or a plumber, or that kind of 
a man," said Corona, with gravity. She 
would n't give Tom the satisfaction of laugh- 
ing at his poor joke. 

Cprona's architectural library was smalL 
She found on the top shelf one book on the 
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construction of chicken-roosts, a pamphlet 
in explanation of the kindergarten system, 
a cook-book that had belonged to her grand- 
mother, and a treatise on crochet. There 
her domestic literature came to an end. 
She accordingly bought a book entitled 
" North American Homes ; " then, having, in 
addition, begged or borrowed everything 
within two covers relating to architecture 
that was to be found in her immediate circle 
of acquaintance, she plunged into that unfa- 
miliar science with hopeful zeal. 

The result of her studies was a mixed 
one. It was necessary, it seemed, to con- 
struct the North American home in so many 
contradictory methods, or else fail forever of 
life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, 
that Corona felt herself to be laboring under 
a chronic aberration of mind. No sooner 
had she mastered the theory which required 
one to believe that a brick house was the 
only one which any person with a claim to 
average American (not to say North Ameri- 
can) intelligence would ever for an instant 
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contemplate building, than she was gradu- 
ally and gently convinced that the sole ra- 
tional material was wood. As soon as she 
had resigned herself to wood, it was made 
perfectly clear to her that wood took fire, 
and that bricks were red, and that to build 
anything but a gray stone house was artis- 
tically false, economically untrue, and mor- 
ally wrong. 

Then, again, with roofs. Roofs, it seemed, 
must be flat, or else the builder ; French, or 
you might as well go without ; this, that, or 
the other, or die. Corona seemed to have 
entered a new world, like a person who is 
spendmg his vacation in the wrong place. 
She had never thought about roofs before, 
except in a gentle, abstract, and entirely 
uncontroversial manner, as A Roof. She 
found herself abashed at first by the fever 
of low curiosity into which her accumulated 
wisdom threw her. When she took her in- 
nocent morning walk abroad, how many 
eaves she saw ! Her neighbors were tick- 
eted off by an instinct of which, as soon as 
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it ceased to be controllable, she almost 
ceased (like other varieties of sinner at the 
same descent of moral surrender) to be 
ashamed. Thus, — 

" Mrs. Jones, hipped. Mr. McGee, lean-to. 
Tom Sidewort, French; slate; top-heavy. 
Mrs. Plating, gravel-and-tar. The Wigginses, 
leak like the Deluge/' And so on. 

When she had spent a fortnight in pur- 
suing her studies in this faithful way, it 
occurred to Corona that the Architectural 
Manual, considered as a class, was not inti- 
mately attentive to the needs of persons of 
limited means. She had become very much 
interested in accounts of several houses, 
which ran somewhat in this manner : — 

^^ Having selected your location, which 
must* be perfectly airy, light, and clean ; on 
top of a hill, yet without a toilsome ascent 
(which drives away visitors and offends the 
coachman), or else in the lowlands, where 
you are sure of a fresh mountain breeze 
every afternoon ; not so near the city as to 
incur heavy taxes, yet with horse-cars pass- 



16 AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE. 

ing the door once in ten minutes ; not so 
far in the country as to be dependent upon 
the New England village snow-shovel, yet 
far enough to secure fresh milk and cream 
from your own cow three times a day ; at 
least within five minutes' walk of steam- 
cars, yet not so near as to be disturbed by 
the vicinity of the half-hour gravel trains 
which it is customary for most of our New 
England roads to run at night in the sum- 
mer months; a location, above all, suffi- 
ciently dry to secure your children from 
pulmonary affections, while yet a sea-breeze 
at two o'clock in the afternoon is indispen- 
sable to comfort for at least a third of the 
Massachusetts year — having selected your 
location with care, proceed to build upon it, 
we will say, a modest house, of not more 
than twenty rooms, small bam, a well-curb, 
and a French roof. The house might be 
constructed in the Queen Anne style, and 
fitted out with Elizabethan furniture, at a 
very reasonable rate. The morning sun 
should fall into the four sides of the house; 
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the afternoon sun at least into three. This 
should be insisted upon, even if you dispense 
with the Chinese hen-house and the Fayal 
drain-pipe, which we recommend for this 
style of residence. 

" Such a house can be built for not more 
than nineteen thousand dollars at the out- 
side. Necessary improvements on the 
grounds can be deferred till the following 
year.'* 

Or, again : " We will suppose that you 
are limited both in your price and in your 
choice of location ; that your house must be 
as much as twenty miles out in the country, 
and in entire accordance with your means 
and style of living, which, we will say, are 
small and quiet. Purchase a lot two hun- 
dred by two hundred, near post-office, rail- 
way, telegraph, apothecary, doctor, butcher, 
baker, candlestick - maker, town -hall, and 
church. It is especially necessary to obtain 
these conditions in the country. Select 
quiet neighbors, since your lot is small. 
Avoid gossips and people who keep many 
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hens, because of their crowing if you keep 
a light burning all night, which in the coun- 
try it is always safe to do, on account of 
burglars. 

"You want, we will suppose, thirteen 
rooms and a gambrel roof. You will need 
two of the No. 1 Magee furnaces and a 
chaise-house. Your coachman should have 
a room finished off in the chaise-house, and 
an L should be devoted to the house-ser- 
vants. The horse you can board at the 
hotel until by prudence and economy you 
have saved enough to build a mediaeval 
bam. Until you can build a mediaeval barn, 
your own good taste will prompt you to go 
without any. It will be necessary to pro- 
vide gas and water all over the house, if 
you wish to retain your servants. You will 
require a finished stone wall all around your 
lot, to keep out cows and the lower circles of 
society. Your dog-kennels might be after 
the antique, and still leave room for a bor- 
der of sunflowers and a few amateur vege- 
tables. It is always necessary to keep two 
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large dogs in the country, on account of 
tramps. Also chains at each outside door 
and a brace of pistols. A Corinthian cupola 
would be in excellent taste, to finish off this 
house. If the house be of wood, a delicate 
salmon tint with green blinds will give a 
fine Doric effect. A small fountain playing 
through tin calla lilies in the front yard, a 
statuette or so, and an Ionic gate wiU com- 
plete what you will find to be a most favor- 
able and harmonious impression. 

" For such a house we would recommend 
that the kitchen chairs be not less than two 
hundred years old ; while the other rooms 
are furnished purely in the Anglo-Saxon 
manner, with a Norman staircase and Van- 
dal ceilings. By no means omit a Japanese 
museum, which should not be encased, as 
in ruder times, but scattered generously all 
over the house at convenient intervals. In 
place of pictures, hang your walls with blue 
crockery, as much nicked as possible. 

" The most rechercM ornaments for a par- 
lor table are cracked tea-cups of a great 
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age. A blue China monster, at least three 
feet high, must stand in the front hall. 
This has a particularly Buddhist effect. We 
have perhaps encroached a little upon the 
domain of the decorator in these hints ; but 
the reader will not be ungrateful for any 
instruction which will enable him to make 
a really grotesque and graceful house. 

'' Such a house as this (without the blue 
monster or other furniture) can be built for 
eight thousand five hundred dollars. Your 
land may cost you a couple of thousand 
more." 

Corona was much impressed and de- 
pressed by these and many similar descrip- 
tions. She found no American house which 
came within her modest means. Her five 
hundred dollars would scarcely build a 
Gothic wood-shed, much less the Buddhist 
effect. And neither a blue monster, nor a 
coachman, nor a situation where the chil- 
dren would be free from pulmonary com- 
plaints seemed to have a vital connection 
with her immediate and personal needs. 
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Then the plans. Well, the plans, it must 
be confessed. Corona did find it difl&cult 
to understand. She always had found it 
difficult to understand such things ; but then 
she had hoped several weeks of close archi- 
tectural study would shed light upon the 
density of the subject She grew quite 
morbid about it. She counted the steps 
when she went up-stairs to bed at night. 
She estimated the bedroom post when she 
waked in the cold gray dawn. At mid- 
night, when it stormed, she lay wondering 
if the poefs roof in the "long unhappy 
night, when the rain was on " it, were slate, 
or tar-and-gravel, or if he could afford hon- 
est shingles and dormer windows. 

But the most perplexing thing about the 
plan, was how one story ever got upon 
another. Corona's imagination never fully 
grappled with this fact, although her intel- 
lect accepted it. She took her books down- 
stairs one night, and Susy came and looked 
them over. 

"Why, these houses are all one-story," 
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said Susy. "Besides, they're nothing but 
lines, anyway. I shouldn't draw a house 



so. 



y> 



Corona laughed with some embarrassment 
and no effort at enUghtenment. She was 
not used to finding herself and Susy so 
nearly on the same intellectual level as in 
this instance. She merely asked : " How 
should you draw it ? " 

" Why, so," said Susy, after some severe 
thought. So she took her little blunt lead 
pencil, that the baby had chewed, and drew 
her plan as follows : — 

Susy's plan. 



Roof N. 



Guest 
Boom 
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Our 
Boom 
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1 
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Dining 
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Kitchen 
EU 



Nursery and your room behind. 



Corona made no comment upon this plan^ 
except to ask Susy if that were the way to 
spell L ) and then to look in the dictionary^ 
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and find that it was not spelled at all. Tom 
came in, and asked to see what they were 
doing. 

"I'm helping Corona/' said Susy, with 
much complacency. "These architects' 
things don't look any more like houses than 
they do like the first proposition in Euclid ; 
and the poor girl is puzzled." 

'Til help you to-morrow, Co," said Tom, 
who was in too much of a hurry to glance 
at his wife's plan. But to-morrow Tom 
went into town by the early train, and when 
Corona emerged from her " North American 
Homes," with wild eye and knotted brow, at 
5 o'clock p. M., she foimd Susy crying over 
a telegram, which ran : — 

Called to California immediately. Those lost 
cargoes A No. 1 hides tnmed up. Can't get 
home to say good-by. Send overcoat and flan- 
nels by Simpson on midnight express. Gone four 

weeks. Love to all. 

Tom. 

This unexpected event threw Corona en- 
tirely upon her own resources \ and, after a 
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few days more of patient research, she put 
on her hat, and stole away at dusk to a 
builder she knew of down-town — :a nice, 
fatherly man, who had once built a piazza 
for Tom and had just been elected super- 
intendent of the Sunday-school. These 
combined facts gave Corona confidence to 
trust her case to his hands. She carried a 
neat little plan of her own with her, the 
result of several days' hard labor. Susy^s 
plan she had taken the precaution to cut 
into paper dolls for the baby. Corona found 
the good man at home, and in her most 
business-like manner presented her points. 

" Got any plan in yer own head ? " asked 
the builder, hearing her in silence. In si- 
lence Corona laid before him the paper 
which had cost her so much toil. 

It was headed in her clear black hand : — 

PLAN 
FOB A SMALL BUT HAPPY 

HOME. 
This was 
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cobona's plan. 



esouND nooB. 

Back 

Door. 





— %r- 




■ -w' 


w 


library 


< / 


Kitchen ^ 




Doer 


Hall 


DMff 






X 




Fttlor 


V / 


< 
Dining Room ^J 




.^- 




.w. 



Front 
Door. 



■•■■■""•■ 



w Bedroom 



w Bedroom 



* 1 



/ Bedroom ^ 



HaU 



Bedroom ^ 



SSOOIID nOQ%. 



26 AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE. 

^^ Well," said the builder, after a silence, 
— " well, I 've seen worse." 

^' Thank you," said Corona, faintly. 

" How does she set ? " asked the builder. 

" Who set ? " said Corona, a little wildly. 
She could think of nothing that set but 
hens. 

" Why, the house. Where 's the points o' 
compass ? '* 

^^I hadn't thought of those," said 
Corona. 

"And the chimney," suggested the 
builder. " Where 's your chimneys ? " 

" I did n't put in any chimneys," said 
Corona. 

" Where do you count on your stairs ? " 
pursued the builder. 

'' Stairs ? I — forgot the stairs." 

"That's natural," said Mr. Timbers. 
" Had a plan brought me once without an 
entry or a window to it. It wasn't a 
woman did it, neither. It was a widower, 
in the noospaper line. What 's your scale ? " 

^^ Scale ? " asked Corona, without anima- 
tion. 
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^* Scale of feet. Proportions." 

"Oh! I didn't have any scales, but I 
thought about forty feet front would do. I 
have but five hundred dollars. A small 
house must answer." 

The builder smiled. He said he would 
show her some plans. He took a book from 
his table and opened at a plate representing 
a small, snug cottage, not uncomely. It 
stood in a flourishing apple orchard, and a 
much larger house appeared dnnly in the 
distance, upon a hill. The cottage was 
what is called a " story-a^id-half " and con- 
tained six rooms. The plan was drawn 
with the beauty of science. 

"There," said Mr. Timbers, "I know a 
lady built one of those upon her brother-in- 
law's land. He give her the land, and she 
just put up the cottage, and they was all as 
pleasant as pease about it. That's about 
what I 'd recommend to you, if you don't 
object to the name of it." 

" What is the matter with the name ? " 
asked Corona. 
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" Why," said the builder, hesitating, " it 
is called the Old Maid*s House — in the 
600*." 

" Mr. Timbers," said Corona, with decis- 
ion, " why should we seek further than the 
truth ? I will have that house. Pray draw 
me the plan at once." 



in. 
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Corona had now decided to build her 
house, and how to build it. She had also 
concluded to build at once. These points 
were clear and simple. But another re- 
mained. One day Susy said, carelessly, 
^^ I forgot to ask you where ? " and Corona 
said, " Where what ? " 

^^ Where you are going to have your 
house, Sweetens-eetens-eet ! Was she petsy 
Mamma's pet ounlydountytweetens ! " said 
Susy. 

These latter remarks Corona recognized, 
from their high intellectual nature and 
great perspicacity of construction, as not 
addressed personally so much to herself as 
to the baby ; who was amiably striking her 
mother in the face at that moment with 



30 AN OLD MAIUS PARADISE. 

both fists clenched in an engaging manner 
peculiar to her species. 

Corona replied that she was hesitating 
between Patagonia and Alaska. 

" Be sure and get near enough for us to 
drive," vaguely suggested Susy, who never 
heard anything anybody said when the baby 
was more interesting than usual, 

'' It won't make any more real difference 
to them — than that ! " said Corona to her- 
self, in that bitter little mental aside in 
which the sweetest and sunniest people liv- 
ing the solitary life will indulge now and 
then. 

So far as is clearly known, perhaps, this 
was the moment in which she decided to 
build in Fairharbor. 

Fairharbor is in Massachusetts. Corona 
had spent several seasons there, in the un- 
certain capacity of " summer folks " and 
" perm'nent boarder." Her experience with 
landladies had been large, varied, and pa- 
thetic, and just as she had found one to 
whom she thought she could be happy to 
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return year by year, the excellent woman 

— like other people who have reached an 
unusual pitch of sanctification — died. 

Yet what were summer without the sea, 

— its purpose, its passion, its rapture ? 

" I will build my house,'' said Corona, " in 
Fairharbor." 

And so it was settled. To be sure, Susy 
said she did not see how Corona could de- 
cide anything so important while Tom was 
away. But, nevertheless, it was settled. 

Corona went on to Fairharbor with the 
builder, to select and lease her land. When 
I say that it was March, I need add noth- 
ing about the weather. Corona felt very 
independent and very cold. She and the 
builder stood together on the cliff-side which 
she had chosen, and yelled at one another 
through the thunder of the wind and surf. 

" Beautiful view ! " screamed Corona, try- 
ing to look rapturously upon the familiar 
outlines of sea and harbor, shore, and town, 
and sky, beating about there now, sullenly 
and confused in the untamed air. 
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"Just SO ! " cried the builder. " I would n't 
have it more 'n fifty-two, if I was you." 

"I said a lovely vie-ew-ew!" shrieked 
Corona. 

" Oh ! yes. S'pose it is. Yes. Thought 
you referred to the proportions. Land be- 
ing skerce and high. Fifty-two feet square 
ought to do you, I should say. Have to 
chain her, though." 

" Chain who ? " (It was too cold to sur- 
render force to grammar.) 

" Why, the house." 

'' Cham to what ? " 

" Why, the rock." 

" What for ? " 

Corona had approached the builder, strug- 
gling against the " storm," as she had long 
since learned from Fairharborians to call the 
wind that came without the rain. 

'' Well," said the builder, " I don't wish 
to be discouragin'. I know ladies will have 
notions about views and lo-cations. It 's to 
be expected. Bat this spot you 've chose is 
the most exposed of any I can perspect in 
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Fairharbor. K you don't chain yourself to 
the rock, you may find yourself down on 
the beach yonder some mornin'. But I 
would n't wish to be discouraging. And if 
you chain her, she can't." 

" Mr. Timbers," said Corona, decidedly, 
"I object to living in a chained house. I 
should feel as if my house were my slave, 
and not my friend. I want my house to be 
my best friend." 

^^ Eh ! " said Mr. Timbers, with a quick, 
intelligent smile. ^^ So ye may ; so ye may. 
I understand. Houses are like folks. They 
like to be petted and* made of. She don't 
want to be neglected, a house don't. Now, 
when you close 'em and leave 'em, a house 
feels it. A house degenerates and runs to 
wrack twice as soon as if 'twas wore by 
livin' in it. Just as it is with persons. 
They degenerate if they live alone too long. 
Yes, houses are like folks ; but chains won't 
hurt her. She won't mind." 

" I shall, if she does n't," returned Corona^ 
persistently. ^^ We must find a spot where 
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my house will be contented to stay of its 
own free will." 

When they had wandered about in the 
wind and discussed the matter till Corona 
was quite hoarse, when she had pointed out 
to the builder all the locations which she 
liked, and when the builder had raised in- 
superable objections to every one, Corona 
suggested that if he could find a place not 
too windy nor too sunny, too hard, too soft, 
too wet, too dry, too anything, he should 
select the spot himself and put the house on 
it at once. 

^^All I ask is perinission to live in it," 
said Corona, meekly. " Do as you like. I 
shall perish if I stay here another minute, 
and I Ve no heir to leave the place to but 
my sister-m-law, who ha^ neuralgia at the 
seaside." 

"No offense, I hope?'' asked Mr. Tim- 
bers, anxiousily ; " but, you see, women-folks 
don^t know so much as they might. I'll 
blast out this ridge for ye, if ye say so — 
the house is yours j but it would cost you 
ft hundred more, besides the damp." 
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^^ Blast the ridge ! " replied Corona. But 
she saved her good name by an interroga- 
tion point. ^^ Blast the ridge ? No, we will 
let the ridge go. Build in the harbor, if 
you want to ; only build, and let me go and 
get warm." Thereupon Corona made her 
way to the nearest house, crouching in the 
grasp of the terrible blast as she was blown, 
slipping and running, over the "sweet 
fields" and hearty rocks so dear to her, 
but alien now, with the thin ice and dry, 
sparse snow of the unfamiliar time* Mr. 
Timbers remained, to take some measure- 
ments, in company with the owner of the 
land. 

They were fishing people in the house 
whither Corona fled — neighbors and friends. 
They gave her the great welcome of sea- 
bound and solitary families. They held her 
by the purple hands and piled the wood 
upon the kitchen stove. They said, "Is 
your health good in winter-time?" They 
looked at her fondly. They had never seen 
her in the winter before. The children of 
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the house put their fingers timidly upon 
her furs. They had always thought of her 
as wearing white linen and straw hats the 
whole year round. 

Corona felt her heart warm toward these 
good people. When they said they were 
glad she was going to build and settle down 
amongst us, she thanked them gratefully. 
She looked over at the sheltered spot below 
her favorite bowlder, where the figures of 
the men passed to and fro, taking surveyor's 
measurement for her little lot of precious 
shore and her infinity of sea ; and it seemed 
to her as if she were acting in the first 
scene of a dramatic poem, gentle and grave 
enough, but long and sweet and full of al- 
luring uncertainties. She had never thought 
that uncertainty could seem pleasant to one 
again, after one was done with being young. 
When she saw Mr. Timbers strike a pick 
into the ground and set a crowbar down to 
the frozen heart of her future home, she 
thrilled from head to foot. 

" I '11 warm a bigger place for you to look 
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out/* said one of the children, breathing on 
the frosted pane. This kind intent proving 
unsuccessful — for the frost was dense — 
the boy licked the window generously. 

" Oh, thank you ! " said Corona, in a glow 
of feeling. 

" It 's been a cold winter," said the wo- 
man of the house. " We Ve burned a sight 
of coal. It's taken six ton to keep this 
house warm — these five rooms. When I 
lived up-town, back from the water, I made 
a ton last. It comes hard. And William 's 
had back luck. Nor the boys ain't done 
much better. But I'd rather live down 
here. I can watch the boat. There ! That 's 
their sail." 

Corona looked out through the uncur- 
tained spot that the kindness of her little 
host had left for her glad and hopeful eyes. 
She saw the chilly white speck on the gray 
horizon. The nearer water showed blue 
and cold. And on the beach, where she 
had always seen the hot sand glitter, flecks 
of ice lay tossing with the weeds. They- 
had a cruel look, like teethe 
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Corona turned to the fisher-people with a 
feeling new and gentle, such as she had 
never had to any one before. She thought 
of their scant, denied, imperilled lives, 
their uncomplaining and courageous hearts. 
When the good woman brought hot tea 
for her, she said to herself, " We shall be 
neighbors.'* It seemed to her she had never 
really had a neighbor. She experienced a 
new emotion. 

" We 've got her laid," said Mr. Timbers, 
coming in, — " we Ve got her laid out true ; 
and when you and him have signed your 
lease, that 's all you ^ve got to do about her. 
I '11 have my men to work first day the 
frost gets. It won't be long, now. S'pose 
you like it here in summer, eh ? It appears 
to me it 's a little windy." 

Soon after her first trip to Fairharbor, 
Corona went a little way into the country, 
to visit an old schoolmate with a new baby. 
One day the baby fell into the fire, and 
Corona sprang to pick it out, and sprained 
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her ankle. This gallant deed and its unto- 
ward consequence confined her for some 
weeks to the house. 

Mr. Timbers had said that he thought it 
would be well for her to run down to Fair- 
harbor occasionally during the erection of 
her house; and Corona "had said that she 
should certainly come very often. 

Meanwhile, the carpenters were at work. 
Corona had contracted with Mr. Timbers 
that the cottage should be finished by the 
middle of May. She had made this pro- 
vision with a keen sense of the accepted 
helplessness of her sex in such matters, and 
a keener desire to be on her guard against 
the traditional imposition of the builders. 
She would have expected Mr. Timbers to 
cheat her, had he not been superintendent 
of the Sunday-school. And now here she 
was, wearing upon the delicate health of 
her hostess; dependent upon the surgery 
of a more than rural doctor, who said he 
had dog-nosed the case ; and reduced en- 
tirely to her imagination and the daily mail 
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(it seemed to make everything worse that 
it was brought five miles by a stage-coach) 
for any knowledge of her now sacred and 
absorbing interests at Fairharbor. 

The builder wrote often. One day he 
asked, Would she have cedar post ? 

And Corona, whose architectural educa- 
tion was already rusting out, wrote back : 
^^ What do I need a cedar post for ? " 

Another time he said that the A No. 1 
shingles he ordered had not come ; but, by 
mistake, only the best pine shingles. He 
thought he might use those, seeing they 
were on hand, and he would make it square 
on the estimate. Corona, in some indigna- 
tion, telegraphed that, of course, she wanted 
the best pine shingles under any circum- 
stances. 

Mr. Timbers leisurely replied that best 
shingles did not mean best shingles, and 
that nothing was best but A No. 1. This 
was honest but perplexing, and in either 
light it was lost time. 

The next day he sent word that he 
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thought the kitchen closet had better be 
built in the parlor, and that, if 'twas his 
he^d turn the piazza the lee side of the 
house ; that one of his men had hammered 
a finger off, and one was drunk, and an- 
other had a baby to bury, which delayed 
the work ; that he thought he should leave 
the kitchen unfinished till she got there, on 
account of the sink and a few such ; and 
that the weather was against them, for it 
had rained ever since he began. 

Then followed a peculiarly harrowing 
correspondence about details, which at this 
helpless distance assumed enormous and 
morbid importance in Corona's mind, and 
the discussion of which Mr. Timbers always 
closed with the remark that the weathet 
was against them and it had rained ever 
since they began. It was invariably bright 
sunlight when Corona received these let- 
ters. 

For the first time, she began to wish that 
Tom were at home to help her; but the 
Corliss engine could not have wrung from 
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her the acknowledgment of this not im- 
worthy sentiment. 

She found a certain relief in occupying 
herself with preparations for the internal ar- 
rangements of her home. Susy had prom- 
ised (if there were a closet for it) to pro- 
vide the bedding; and the mother of the 
baby that fell into the fire kindly agreed to 
mark the pillow-cases in tambour cotton. 
Corona felt grateful for the removal of 
these important burdens. But enough re- 
mained. As she lay upon her lounge, in her 
friend's " spare room," they gathered awful 
proportions. Things to be done dawned 
upon her, one at a time, in a diseased, spo- 
radic way. Now it was the fixture of a 
bedroom curtain. Now a poker for the 
parlor grate. Then she remembered she 
had n't any grate to poke. Then, by some 
incredible psychological caprice, her atten- 
tion would concentrate itself upon the 
clothes-horse. Did clothes-horses grow in 
Fairharbor ? How should she get one from 
Boston, if they did n't ? Suddenly she would 
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be overcome by a fierce anxiety about the 
nature of waffle-irons, and then she would 
remember that she must have a broom. In 
the depths of the night there would mys- 
teriously darken down upon her the con- 
sciousness that she could never keep house 
without salt-cellars. In the sparkle of the 
dawn she would jerk herself feverishly up- 
right in bed, to wonder if dish-towels came 
fringed. At moments her whole soul reeled 
beneath the prospect of getting her sheets 
marked ; and at others the realization of 
the fact that she must have soft soap for 
Mondays seemed a burden greater than she 
could bear. Two things in particular as- 
sumed curious and portentous shapes in her 
imagination. One was the clothes-post, and 
another was the hogshead for rain-water. 
How should she get the hogshead ? How 
should she get any rain, if she had a hogs* 
head ? How could she keep house till she 
had a clothes-post ? And how could she get 
a clothes-post till she had begun to keep 
house ? Night after night she dreamed of 
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hogsheads and clothes-posts. She waked 
cold with her efforts to plant the clothes- 
post in the parlor carpet, and weak with 
the attempt to set a lunch-table for sixteen 
upon the slippery surface of the hogshead. 
Her mind became a frightful chaos of house- 
hold detail. 

Corona was not of precisely what we call 
a domestic temperament, and this experi- 
ence had some distressing effects. There, 
for instance, were the pin-cushions. One 
noon it occurred to her that she could not 
have a house without pin-cushions, and from 
that unhappy hour her tortured fancy had 
no rest. She had never made a pin-cushion 
in her life. It seemed to her that it would 
be easier to make a man-of-war. Corona 
was determined to keep the balance of 
power economical and artistic in her modest 
home. She would not fill even a cushion 
with a ^^ dear " stuffing in a cheap house. 
She would not have emery and silk with 
matched boards and bare floors. She agi- 
tated herself over these appalling questions. 
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That came, perhaps, of being a woman, 
she thought Did men think about pin- 
cushions when they built houses? Six 
rooms — six pin-cushions. Six colors for 
six pin-cushions in six rooms. She tor- 
mented herself with calculations. One day 
she said to her friend : — 

" I '11 tear my heart out and put it into 
the spare room before I will think about 
this any longer. The only trouble is they 
might find it a little hard." 

" It could be used for hairpins," said her 
friend, absently. "I should flute it, too, 
and put a mock Valenciennes cover on." 

As regarded the morals of pin-cushions, 
so with furniture and decoration. 

" I '11 have no upholstery too fine for my 
house. In a five-hundred-dollar house noth- 
ing should be more than twenty-five cents 
a yard," pronounced Corona, with the con- 
sciousness of the highest principle and (what 
is more comforting) of the purest taste to 
support her. " My purpose is to make the 
loveliest possible home out of the least pos- 
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Bible money ; and in the history of all pur- 
poses, harmony is the chief element of 
power/' 

" Buy your furniture at a factory in the 
white," telegraphed Tom, one day, from 
California, in the perfectly disconnected but 
useful manner characteristic of Tom when 
he gave advice. He had not written to 
Corona since he went away. A serial story 
could not have so convinced her that his 
busy heart remembered her. And in the 
moment, the worry and wear of her some- 
what solitary plans dissolved like the fogs 
within the sunrise on her own golden har- 
bor shore. She had almost cried, the day 
before, when she went out alone (her first 
walk since her accident), to buy her own 
silver. It had seemed to her a very pa- 
thetic thing to do. Now it seemed rather 
amusing than otherwise. How Tom would 
laugh ! And Tom remembered her ; always 
had. She put the foolish, extravagant tele- 
gram to her lips. She said " Dear Tom," 
sitting alone. Her heart lifted. She was 
sure she should be happy in her house. 
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Besides, the silver was plated. It was n*t 
worth a sentiment, however cheap. 

** Let me catch you at it again ! '* said 
Corona, apostrophizing her wet lashes in 
the glass. " I '11 feed you off of pewter, if 

I do ! " 

Corona was intef rupted by the stage rum- 
bling by with the afternoon mail. She 
dried her eyes and went over to the office, 
where she found two letters. One was from 
Susy, and ran : — 

Deab Co, — I hope you ^re coming home 
soon. Baby has the mumps. There are a 
great many express packages for you that 
keep coming. It will remind you how many 
friends you have. I have taken the liberty 
— I knew you would n't care — I opened 
them all. Sixteen of them are pin-cushions 
and fourteen are tidies. One is a patent 
nutmeg-grater. 

Yours, aff., Sue. 

P. S. — The tidies are all green and fif- 
teen of the cushions are red. 
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The other letter was from the builder, 
and read as follows : — 

Fairharbor. 

Dear Madam, — I should like to have 
you send your furniture on at once. We 
find it won't go up the stairs. We must 
build it into the house. 

The weather has been very poor and it 
has rained almost ever since we began to 
work. 

Yours, with respect, 

G. W. Timbers. 



IV. 



POSSESSION". 



CoRoKA recovered the use of her ankle so 
slowly that, as Susy said, so long as Baby 
had the mumps it did not seem wise to visit 
Fairharbor jugt at present. Corona sighed 
and submitted. She held the baby, with 
one foot on a chair, and contented herself by 
writing more or less contradictory orders to 
her builder by every mail. Corona had her 
share of friends — kind, obliging, good peo- 
ple ; but there seemed to be no one of them 
on whom she felt at precise liberty to call 
and say : " Run down to Fairharbor in the 
month of April, and put a house in order for 
a lame woman." At the age Corona had 
reached, a woman's friends are more or less 
unavailable to her for emergencies. Most 
of them had neuralgia or a baby, sick-head- 

4 
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aches or a husband, a public school or a 
bronchial cough. If not these, then a wid- 
ower, a minister, a Sunday-school, a mother, 
a flirtation, or a Society for the Elevation 
of the Hiunan Bace, to keep them at home. 
More and more, as Corona grew older, she 
was impressed by the great helplessness of 
human friendship. 

"We don't serve each other very far," 
whispered Corona, mournfully, to the baby. 
*^ It is little we can do, after all. We hold 
out a hand now and then, impulsively or 
guardedly, as the case may be ; we throng 
on and pass; we jostle and are gone; we 
reserve our real needs from each other as if 
they were guilty secrets. Who perceives 
when his friend is starving? Who cries 
out : Give me bread ? Emerson was right 
when he said " — 

" I think her left cheek has gone down a 
little," observed Susy, coming in. She anx- 
iously watched the baby, bending low over 
it The mothjBr and child regarded each 
other so closely that each perceived its own 
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countenance daguerreotyped in the other's 
affectionate eyes. 

" They have a right to their eye-beams, 
and all the rest is Fate," finished Corona, 
aloud. 

She reproached herself that afternoon. 
What did she want, then, that she should sit 
and challenge the sacred name of Friend- 
ship, like a beggar whining on a curbstone ? 
She, with her fourteen tidies, sixteen pin- 
cushions, and a nutmeg-grater ? She, with 
Susy, and the baby (and the mumps), and 
Tom, and a cottage in Fairh arbor, and her 
own sweet way ? 

" Is this what they mean by growing old- 
maidish ? " said Corona, giving herself a 
moral jerk. "Is it to grow peevish and 
critical, and mope because you've done 
exactly as you wanted to, and must adjust 
yourself to consequences? And Tom is 
coming home to-morrow. More shame to 
you ! " cried Corona, with another jerk. 

"Why! I HI go down and look after 
your cottage," said Tom, when he got 
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home. " I '11 go the day before, and have 
it all as slick as a whistle. Then I '11 stay 
— let me see — I '11 stay two nights and a 
day besides. Sue can't; that's clear. I 
can. I 'd rather than not, Coro. I '11 get 
supper. Gracious ! " added Tom, reflect- 
ively, ^^ you see if I don't get supper." 

It was the seventeenth of June — a clear 
day, brisk and fresh, full of color and that 
indefinable elasticity of atmosphere which 
makes a light heart. On the fifteenth, Mr. 
Timbers had sent the keys of her house to 
Corona. He was sorry not to have the 
work done in May; but the weather had 
been against them, he said, and it had 
rained ever since they began. On the six- 
teenth, as good as his word, Tom had gone 
on to make the cottage ready for Corona ; 
who followed with her baggage, her servant, 
and her lame ankle, in the afternoon of the 
following day. 

The name of the good woman whom 

Corona carried with her was Puella Vir- 

gdzua. PueJla Virginia was a kind person^ 
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no longer young, who had once (in Coronals 
tender years) nursed her through the mea- 
sles and had given her grapes when nobody 
was looking. It would be difficult to say 
why these facts had induced Corona to se- 
lect Puella Virginia as the guide, philoso- 
pher, and friend of her future life ; but cer- 
tain it is that they had their influence. As 
the time came to leave Tom's house, a cer- 
tain unreasonable homesickness overtook 
her. Puella Virginia seemed to her like 
somebody she had lived with before. 

« I think I shall call you Elvir," said Co- 
rona, as they drove from the Fairharbor sta- 
tion through the crooked, crawling streets 
of the old seaport town, out upon the Cape 
and down to the broad shore, where there 
waited for her the home which she had 
never seen. She felt so overwhelmed with 
excitement at that moment it seemed to her 
that if she had to say anything so long as 
Puella Virginia she should cry. 

"Just as you please," said Puella Vir- 
ginia, with some dignity. 
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Ah! Well, there it was. Corona drew 
her breath. Sharp against the familiar sky, 
the unfamiliar outline cut the air. It was a 
little house. It was a very little house. It 
had a story and a half, a hogshead, and a 
clothes-post. It had a piazza, and it was 
brown. Corona took these facts in swiftly 
to a vehemently confused mind. The front 
door opened toward the water. It was sun- 
set and full tide. The waves leaped high. 
They came so near that she could have 
sprung into them from the piazza steps. 
They were heavily bronzed and gilded by 
the color of the sky, and briUiant foam flew 
about, for the wind was rising. 

Puella Virginia made her way at once 
into the house, buffeting with the wind ; but 
Corona stood still upon the rocks. She stood 
in the shadow of the Uttle brown house. 
Her eyes sought the emblazoned waters and 
the flushed sky, then filled. 

^^ You are mine ! " she whispered. 

^ Can't speak to a fellow ? " said a voice 
jt^ehind her. 
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It was a sound more familiar than the 
Harbor waves, dearer than the Harbor sky. 
Corona turned quickly. 

" I told you I 'd have it ready/' said Tom. 
*^ I 'm glad Puella has come ; but everything 
is in beautiful order." 

Tom stood in the doorway, in his shirt- 
sleeves. The signs of honest toil were on 
his manly brow. His left cheek was a little 
smutty and he held a gridiron in one hand. 
Something was dropping from it on the 
piazza in a leisurely manner. 

" It 's only gravy," said Tom, calmly. ^^ I 
tried a soup and some scrambled eggs, and 
I baked a few beans ; but something ailed 
them all, so I just sent up for a chop. I 'm 
glad Puella has come ; but everything is in 
order. You'd better come in. It blows so 
we can't keep anything open. There ! Tell 
Puella to shut the kitchen door, or the house 
will be lifted off its moorings. I find we 
always have to keep the kitchen door shut. 
A lot of things blew out this morning. I 
bad to hire a boy to run after them, I 
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don*t know what they were. They seemed 
to be little things, mostly, with ribbons and 
laces. Came in the bureau drawers. I guess 
they were what you call tidies, or night-caps 
perhaps, or neck-ties — something of that 
sort. Have to shut the windows, too; it 
blows so. Don't sit down there. I left 
your Psyche there till I could find a place 
for her. Oh! no; there are a lot of pic- 
tures. The boy I hired broke a few when 
he helped me impack ; but it 's nothing se- 
rious. Here, I 'U find a place. There was 
a sofa here a few minutes ago. Oh! yes, 
it 's under the sheets and pillow-cases. Now, 
there ! Pretty tired ? Welcome home, my 
dear. Everything in beautiful order. Wait 
till I give this toasting-rack to Puella. Bv- 
erything'sin"- 

Tom retired with the gridiron, more or less 
incoherently ; and Corona looked about her. 
She sat in a little gray parlor, to which the 
front door, opening directly, had introduced 
her. Three unopened packing-boxes and a 
j*a£r2grerator stood in the room. Sheets and 
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table-cloths lay plentifully scattered upon the 
furniture ; broken glass crackled beneath her 
feet; the uncarpeted floor was black with the 
foot-marks of carpenters, masons, and paint- 
ers; the refrigerator had been dragged in 
without casters, and had left a long, deep, 
jagged cut upon the soft pine floor and thresh* 
old. Confusedly she noticed her best Ten* 
nyson lying under the stove ; a pot of yel- 
low paint in a comer stood upon a pile of 
muslin curtains. At intervals she observed 
specimens of her fourteen green tidies. Tom 
seemed to have labored under the impres- 
sion that they were lamp-mats, and to have 
spread them upon tables and shelves till he 
began to get tired. Upon the otherwise 
empty book-cases, she recognized more or 
less of her pincushions, piled high and look- 
ing particularly red. 

*^ Everything 's in order — most,** said 
Tom, coming back and looking about with 
a tired, happy face. "Only a few little 
things, like these. There won't be any 
milk till morning, and the hogshead 's em^ 
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ty, and something 's out of kilter with the 
kitchen stove. But all the beds are up, and 
Puella says we can sleep here just as well as 
not." 

"Sleep here!'* echoed Corona. **Why, 
where should we '* — 

" Excuse me/' said Puella Virginia, knock- 
at the door at that moment and pushing in 
without an answer. " But now look here ! 
Your brother *s done heaps; heaps: but 
there 's heaps left ! Now look here ! There 's 
a woman out here at the back door says 
she's a neighbor, and you must be busy, 
and won't you come to tea with her ? " 

"Oh! yes," said Tom, reviving. "I've 
had my meals there so far. They 're excel- 
lent. Her husband 's a fisherman. They 've 
been very kind. I call her the Good Samari- 
tan. We might go; only there 's my chop." 

Tom looked disappointed. 

"Now look here!" advised Puella Vir- 
ginia. " If you '11 excuse me, you 'd better 
go. Take that there chop along. She won't 
mind. Take it over with you, and get a 
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quiet^ decent supper; and when yon get 
there, stay there. I '11 call you by and by. 
He 's all tuckered out. Keep him over there. 
I don't want no help, and there's supper 
enough in the lunch-bag for me." 

" Well," said Tom, looking relieved, " per- 
haps we may as well. I meant to have your 
supper ready ; but, as Puella says, there is 
a good deal to do. Let us go." 

" Very well," said Corona. She felt as if 
she were visiting. It did not occur to her 
to offer any suggestions. 

Tom took the chop, which Puella put into 
the first dish that came to hand (it proved 
to be a soap-dish), and meekly led the way 
to the Good Samaritan's. Corona limped 
after him, in a dazed condition. It was late 
before Puella Virginia called them; and 
Tom and Corona were too tired to look 
about, but hurried off to bed in the heavy 
shadows of the strange, disordered little 
house. Puella gave them each a candle set 
into a bottle. 

" Oh, yes ! " said Corona. " I forgot cau- 
^l^stick^." 
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<«0h, yes!" said Tom. "I forgot the 
kerosene." 

" There is n't any bolster anywhere round, 
is there ? " called Tom from his room, through 
the thin matched-board wall, which was blue 
on Corona's side and green on his. 

<^ Oh ! " said' Corona. " I forgot bolsters." 

Just as Corona was sinking into her first 
sweet sleep there came a deprecatory wail 
from the green side of the wall. 

" Oh ! I say, Co ! Sorry to trouble you ; 
but you have n't got such a thing as soap 
or towels in the house, have you ? " 

^ No," said Corona. " I forgot the soap 
and the towels." 

In the middle of the night there was a 
crash. It was a terrible crash. Corona, 
terrified, sprang from her bed. Puella Vir- 
ginia ran around in her night-dress. Even 
in her terror Corona found this a memora- 
ble sight. 

"It's only me!" cried Tom, with un- 

grammatical reassurance. " Something 's 

happened to this cheap bed. . I believe 
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I 'm on the floor. I don't know where the 
bed is." 

Corona hurried to his rescue. True 
enough. Her cheap furniture, " bought in 
the white," had surrendered to Tom's hon- 
est and sufficient bulk ; and in a debris of 
slats and springs the big fellow lay inglori- 
ous. The head-board of the new bed leaned 
in a sickly manner against the sea-green 
wall, while the foot-board sought the sup- 
port of the wash-stand, on which a dusty 
pitcher stood unfilled and inhospitable. It 
was a most homesick and depressing sight. 

" Oh ! " said Tom, after the two had re- 
garded it in silence for some portentous mo- 
ments, " I remember. I forgot the clamps 1 " 

And thus the evening and the morning 
were the first day of Coronia's domestic life. 
Truth compels me to state that it was not 
until the following sunset that any measure 
of calm settled upon that chaotic household. 
Corona had expected to feel more or less of 
the impressiveness of the experience which, 
can come but once to aw^ \x»2Kkasi ^st^-^^^^*^^ 
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— the first possession of the first four walls 
which we call our own. On the contrary, 
she found her mind as devoid of sentiment 
as a last year's grocer's bill. But suddenly, 
as the night drew down, a swift and almost 
sacred change fell upon her, like the change 
of metre in the Psalms of David. When she 
went to dress for tea — getting into some- 
thing fresh and soft, with lace and color — 
and heard for the first time in her own house 
her own supper-bell vigorously chiming in 
Puella Virginia's warm hands, her heart 
leaped ; and then it seemed to kneel. She 
stole gently down. The dining-room was 
tiny, neat, and bright The table was set, 
and the late light from the west fell in upon 
the plated — No, those were her mother's 
spoons. Her lip quivered. She said : — 

" You surprised me, Tom." But she could 
not Bay anything more. 

There was a note there from Susy, too, 
with Chinese teacups. There were several 
things on the table she had not seen before. 

" People kept sending them/' said Tom, 
kindly. 
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And the Good Samaritan made and sent 
the smoking rolls. She thought "they'd 
be too beat out to cook." 

Corona and Tom sat down. Tom did not 
usually " ask grace " at table. He had re- 
served opinions about the custom, though 
now and then, Corona remembered, he had 
conformed to it; but never, she was sure, 
when his thoughts were light. To-night 
Tom hesitated a moment Then he bowed 
his head and said : — 

" Thou who dwellest in so many homes, 
possess thyself of this. Thou who settest 
the solitary in families, bless the life which 
is sheltered here. Grant that trust and 
peace and comfort may abide within ; and 
that love and light and usefulness may go 
from out this house forever." 

" Amen ! " said heavily an unexpected 
voice. It was Puella Virginia, standing in 
the kitchen doorway, with waffles. 



V. 



IKSIDE AND OUT. — ALONE. 

And now Tom was gone. ^' Give me your 
blessing and a sandwich," he had said;." but 
don't get up, nor a breakfast." As a mat- 
ter of course, therefore, Puella Virginia's 
m^nu was more than usually elaborate ; and 
Corona rose an hour too soon, to pick wild 
roses for Susy. Tom held out patient hands 
for them, swore not at all when the thorns 
got under his gloves, kissed Corona twice, 
said he 'd come again and bring the baby, 
and indeed he was gone. The Fairharbor 
omnibus, very impatient and very yellow, 
trundled off with him laboriously. As he 
went over the hill, he looked back, and saw 
Corona standing on the great bowlder to 
wave her hand. Her figure stood higher 
tibau the Utile brown house. She wore blue, 
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and seemed cut like a solitary silhouette 
against the paler sky. 

She went back into the house slowly. She 
and Puella Virginia were quite alone. Co- 
rona wandered restlessly about the still un- 
ordered rooms. For half an hour she won- 
dered how she should like living in her 
own house. The sun was fresh, the sea was 
fair, the air was sweet, the wild roses looked 
in, the tide went out peacefully. Puella 
from the kitchen reminded her that there 
was enough to do in this house to take two 
folks a month. But Tom was gone. 

" I '11 go to walk,'* said Corona, decidedly, 
to herself. "I'm going to walk, Pu — El- 
vir," she said to Puella, faintly. 

Up to this time she had felt as if she were 
visiting Tom. Now she felt as if she were 
boarding with Puella. She almost appealed 
to her for permission to carry out a prefer- 
ence. 

" There hain't a stitch took nor a chair 
dusted," said Puella, with dissatisfaction. 
^^Ye put up all the cuxtoii^ ^aA ^^g^sdoocL^^ 

5 
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before I 'd scrubbed a floor. Ye tended to 
them statoos and books; but look at yer 
parlor windows ! " 

" Puella Vir — Elvir/' said Corona, gently, 
" I don't know how to keep house, I 'm 
afraid. But you will do it for me, I am sure." 

" Will ye trust me ? '' asked Puella, after 
some thought. 

" If I did n't trust you I should not have 
invited you to live with me," said Corona, 
gently still. " We shall be a long while to- 
gether, Puella ; and often and much alone. 
I hope that we shall make each other happy 
and become true friends." 

Puella Virginia was silent. No lady had 
ever spoken to her like that. She watched 
Corona as she paced the beach in the bright 
morning ; her refined, slender figure bending 
to the light breeze from the east. Puella 
Virginia was a big woman. 

" Well, yes," she said, after some thought, 
speaking aloud. " I '11 make her happy, if 
I can. Bless her, yes 1 " 

Corpna walked a long time* The beach^ 
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left by the departed tide, was a web of soft 
shades. She was captured in it. Gray, 
pearl, silver, mauve, sepia, olive green, and 
dull white tints betokened sand and weeds, 
perhaps ; but to her eye they took the fig- 
ure of a huge palette. The semicircle of 
the shore curved, and she stood within it 
musing and reluctant, like the artist's hand 
before the virgin color. 

Toward noon the sky became overcast 
with soft, warm clouds. They had gray 
hearts. Faint forms of blue showed through, 
evanescent. The shore wore veils of blue- 
green haze. The water, which had been 
blue and brilliant at an earlier hour, grew 
gray ; but seemed warmer for this change of 
countenance. Rays of light fell across the 
harbor ; from where, one knew not. They 
were long, narrow, fine, and bright. As she 
watched them, they throbbed ; they seemed 
like the glittering, scaly backs of unknown 
sea creatures. There were few vessels upon 
the harbor. These moved in and out on 
mysterious and idle errands, tloxovx^^^i^^^^^ 
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atmosphere. Little dories trailed after them. 
On the rocks were gentle breakers; the 
foam was all at play. When Corona came 
into the house, the light lay thin, warm, and 
still across the parlor floor. 

She told Puella Virginia that she thought 
she would get a bath ; and Puella, without 
protest, brought her bathing-dress. Corona 
dreamily wandered down to a little cove 
where the sand was warm and the cliffs were 
high, and gave greeting to the ocean with 
the passion which only his lovers under- 
stand. She flung herself under the green 
fire of the " third wave,'' and said : ^^ I am 
alive ! alive ! " 

Corona felt exhilarated all that day. 
She had a good appetite and large aspira- 
tions. She took Tom's seat at table, and 
looked through open doors upon the silver 
sea. She ate an extra piece of cake for des- 
sert, out of sheer sense of life. Puella Vir- 
ginia hung up the curtains alone. Corona 
could not work. The world was too fair — 
or the cake too full of saleratus. At inter- 
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vals she said to Puella : " I must remember 
to call you Elvir." She had never once re- 
membered it. 

It will be of interest, perhaps, to the 
reader who has followed Corona's unevent- 
ful history, to be introduced more distinctly 
to the home which five hundred dollars and 
an old maid had founded. The house, as I 
have said, was brown ; the blinds and trim- 
mings were of a darker shade than the walls 
gf narrow matched boards. The cottage 
contained five rooms and a kitchen. The 
body of this imposing building stood twenty 
feet square upon the ground. The kitchen 
measured nine feet by eight, and there was 
. wood-«h«d, three feet wi^; in which Pu- 
ella managed to pile the wood, and various 
domestic mysteries into which Corona felt 
no desire to penetrate. There were a par- 
lor, a dining-room, a guest-room, and two 
rooms left for " the family." There were 
two closets, a coal-bin, and a loft. The 
house stood on what, for want of a scientific 
term, Corona called piers-, ^\i^ ^\M^is^^\sr 
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ginia found infinite capabilities in what 
might, couldj would, or should have been 
the cellar, if this valuable space had been 
closed in. The two women preferred it as 
it was. Corona could see the clover grow- 
ing. What so delightful as to see clover 
growing beneath one's house ! And Puella 
Virginia said it would keep out rats. But 
the boy whom Tom hired to help unpack — 
he was the Good Samaritan's boy, and his 
name was Zerubbabel — Zerubbabel ob- 
jected. He said he didn't like to see a 
house on stilts. 

Corona's house had no plaster, no paper- 
ing, and no carpets. Her parlor, which, as 
I have said, opened directly upon the water, 
was painted gray; the walls were of the 
paler color in a gull's wing ; the ceiling had 
the tint of dulled pearls ; the floor was rock 
gray (a border of black ran around this 
floor) ; the beams and rafters, left visible by 
the absence of plastering, were touched with 
what is known to artists as neutral tint. 
The effects were all simply combined, and 
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their factors to be found without difficulty 
upon the palette of the Fairharbor house 
and sign painter. Several felt mats were 
on the floor. They were of that individual 
and indescribable color for which the Yan- 
kee mind has no better name than cherry. 
They were fringed with gray. The dador 
band was formed of wood-cuts. They were 
of the same shape and size and fitted nicely. 
They were all landscapes. Puella called 
them " views." They were bordered by a 
fine painted line of black. The effect of 
them was soft and rich. Corona had been 
some years in collecting them from Ameri- 
can and English magazines. A frieze of car- 
dinal flowers finished the top of the room. 
These were cut from chromos bought by 
the wholesale at an auction. They bore the 
burning carmine tint, which was the light 
of the room, and at that height had an in- 
credible air of refinement. The curtains in 
this room were cotton flannel, of a silver 
shade, bordered and tied with cherry. The 
cheap and comfortable loungjas^ ^bl^ \&t' 
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Timbers had made were upholstered also 
in gray cotton flannel. They had bright 
pillows. A deck-chair stood at the eastern 
window, with cherry ribbons. Corona's 
books, statuettes, and pictures were abun- 
dant in this room. There was a tiny open 
stove. The rocking-chair was old and gen- 
erous; the table-cloth was one of Susy's, 
that happened to be kind in color ; and the 
room had the air of having been lived in a 
long time. 

In the dining-room there was no paint. 
The soft wood walls and floor and ceiling 
were oiled without color, and the fine char- 
acteristic yellow tints of the pine looked 
through. The little room absorbed much 
light. It was curtained with English silesia, 
of a golden brown. Susy had worked oak- 
leaves upon the curtains. A shelf to hold 
Corona's modest store of bric-d-hrac (con- 
sisting at this stage in her history of the 
tea-urn, one caddy, some India shells, and 
the collar-bone of a deformed haddock that 
Zerubbabel gave her) was finished with hem- 
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lock bark. The rafters in the ceiling of this 
room were covered with the thin lichens 
that grow on stones and the trunks of trees. 
Gold-paper behind them gave out flecks like 
sunlight in a dense place. 

PueUa Virginia's room was as yet unfin- 
ished. Corona had thought it courtesy to 
wait and consult the taste of its occupant. 

Corona's room was blue, shading swiftly 
from the floor to the ceiling, which was very 
pale. Butterflies were on this ceiling, cut 
from natural history specimen cards. They 
were all of pale colors — white and gold or 
rose. The windows were draped with two 
old-fashioned dresses that Corona and Susy 
had once alike. They were blue-and-white 
muslin, and had grown soft with many 
washings. 

The guest room was green — floor, walls, 
furniture. Corona hired a man for a day's 
wages to paint the furniture, while she 
watched and directed him. The walls she 
hung abundantly with ferns, pressed and se- 
curely fastened with gum tra^d.o.-oxx&L. "^c^sst^ 
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was much of the creeping fern. The cur- 
tains were of cheap white muslin, and were 
not tied. The room looked like a bower. 

There was not, let me add, a stork, a bul- 
rush, a Japanese fan, nor a grandmother's 
tea-cup in the house. I am describing, of 
course, the appearance of Corona's cottage 
as it existed in her imagination until the 
end of several weeks' occupancy and oppor- 
tunity. In the pohtical economy of house- 
hold art decoration the slightest possible 
sum of money may be made to accompUsh 
the largest conceivable results ; but the one 
condition of which the most lavish expen- 
diture is necessary is time. Possibly one 
might add to this a little talent. In place 
of the latter, a fair allowance of taste. In 
lieu of either, the Lamp of Obedience will 
light the way. A hod-carrier would be well- 
nigh inexcusable in these days for having 
an ugly home. 

This day of which I spoke — the first af- 
ter Tom's departure — clouded a little soon 
alter dinner. The afternoon set in rather 
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drearily. It sprinkled on the windows, 
which Puella Virginia had just washed. 
Corona could not walk upon the beach. She 
wandered out into the kitchen. The kitchen 
was stained a deep walnut color, with oil , 
and umber; the kitchen tables were shel- 
laced. Puella was scouring tin. Every- 
thing looked very clean. 

"You shall have a rocking-chair," said 
Corona; anxious to make the partner of 
her domestic joys and sorrows as happy as 
possible. 

Puella Virginia thanked her, but said it 
would kick her shins. 

" How would you like lambrequins, and a 
little seat in the window-sill?" asked Co- 
rona. " There are a plenty of bright dark 
prints to be had for six cents a yard. We 
can make the kitchen very pretty." 

" They 'd grease," said Puella, laconically. 

" Perhaps so," said Corona, looking disap- 
pointed. She felt uncomfortable with her 
rugs and her ribbons and her old blue mus- 
lin dresses, while PueUa'a floo^^ ^yxA^"!^^ 
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were bare. Doubtless Corona will be much 
derided for this hyper-sesthesia of the sym- 
pathies. But she could not help it ; it was 
her ^^ way." She had always found it hard 
to understand the " servants' line " in kindly, 
comfortable, Christian homes, and was apt 
to transgress upon it. Besides, in a house 
twenty feet square the distance between the 
parlor and the kitchen is so particularly 
small! 

"You're very kind," said Puella, gra- 
ciously ; " but it seems to me, if you 're go- 
ing to do that kind of thing, my room 's the 
place for it." 

" Very well," said Corona. " What color 
shall we get for your room, Puelvir ? I will 
buy the material to-morrow ; but you shall 
select it. You shall have exactly what you 
want." 

"Well," said Puella, after a long and 
thoughtful pause, "if I can have exactly 
what I want'^ — 

"Yes," interrupted Corona, eagerly. 
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"Then/' said Puella, with a kindling 
countenance, " I should like them curtains 
to be maroon and indigo." 

" Maroon and mdigo ! " gasped Corona. 

" Two to each window," said Puella, 
proudly. "I had a cousin once who got 
married and had some. You never saw any- 
thing like the way the maroon fell down 
onto the indigo. It was so rich ! I always 
said, if / ever got married, I 'd have maroon 
and indigo curtains. It ain't exactly get- 
ting married, living out with you," added 
Puella, reflectively ; " but it 's enough sight 
easier work, 'n better wages. And, if I have 
them curtains, I shan't never regret that I 
did n't take Pete Baily. Only thing made 
me hesitate about Pete was when I thought 
about my cousin's curtains. Now I shall 
have the curtains, without the plague o' 
Pete. I 'm much obliged to you. Miss Co- 
rona ; very much, indeed. I '11 hem 'em 
myself." 

Corona turned away. She was speechless 
with mingled emotions. Not Iq^l \>kSt ^ok:^ 
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little dainty home and all the kingdom and 
glory thereof would she have disappointed 
Puella Virginia now. 

But — maroon and indigo ! 



h 



The storm set in heavily toward night. 
The sea tossed and the fog settled. Sails 
seen through silver were blotted out. The 
palette of the beach was blurred. Birds 
flew low and whistled restlessly. The new 
house began to leak. Puella went about 
very much tucked up as to her skirts, and 
mopped vigorously beneath the delicate cur- 
tains. Idlers fled from the rocks. Zerubba- 
bel — whom, by the way, let me hasten to 
say, passed by the pet name of Zero in the 
bosom of his family — Zero came over with 
the afternoon mail ; but no other sign of life 
attacked the cottage. The fog-bell began 
to toll. 

Corona went out and stood in the back 
doorway and peered into the summer rain. 
She heard the water dripping into her empty 
and warping hogshead, and for the first 
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time completely realized that she was in her 
own home; that she owned the floor she 
trod on, the walls that sheltered her, the 
roof that leaked on her, the rain that fell 
for her, and the peach-basket into which 
Puella was putting little sticks to build a lit- 
tle fire in her little parlor grate, by which 
she should sit with slippered feet alone — 

« What 's that? " cried Puella Virginia. 

It was the expressman, driving furiously 
through the wet. 
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" He drives/' said Puella, " as if he was 
trying to get away from scarlet fever, or a 
girl he did n't like." 

" He does seem in a hurry/' observed Co- 
rona. The two women watched him eagerly. 
It was the first time the expressman had 
called unexpectedly at the cottage. Corona 
felt that it was an event. Oddly, too, she 
remembered at the moment how she had 
often looked with a certain scorn upon se- 
cluded people, who found events in little 
things. Her scorn had turned to sympathy. 
One of those transformations of the im- 
agination which experience is continually 
thrusting upon us, and which increase in 
number and intensify in character as we 
pass our first youth, forever from that time 
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idealized to Corona the arrival of express 

packages at lonely thresholds on rainy days. 

The expressman jumped down, splashing 

in the mud-puddle — her own mud-puddle, 

by her own back doorstep. Something 
jumped after him, splashing too. 

" It 's a dog ! " cried Puella Virginia. 

" Gracious Jiminy ! " said the express- 
man. "I should think it was a dog. If 
you 'd had the bringing of him from Boston, 
you 'c? think it was a dog ! " 

" Why, what did he do ? " asked Paella. 

" Do ! '' cried the expressman. " I '11 leave 
you to find out what he did. I'll leave 
you to find out what he did n't do. Never 
was so 'tamal glad to git rid of a nexpress 
package in my life. He hain't run away 
but six times ; no he hain't. Nor he hain't 
bit me but three times ; has he ? Besides, 
the blasted critter eat his direction off. For- 
tunate I had it here, ma'am, with the letter 
explainin'." 

" Explaining what ? " cried Corona, feel- 

6 
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ing very much confused and not a little em- 
barrassed. 

" Explainin* the dog I " cried the express- 
man. "There! look at that. That's the 
way he*s waltzed at me ever since we 
started." 

The dog (who was a small, alert tan ter- 
rier) began, at this, to perform a series of 
gyrations about the expressman, who held 
him by a rope. Gradually both man and 
puppy became twisted into a closer and 
tighter and more hopeless embrace, till the 
dog came, for simple want of tether, breath- 
less to a halt between the expressman's legs. 

" There, there ! " said Puella Virginia, in 
the aggravating tone women use to unpa- 
tient men — the tone of a mother to a re- 
fractory boy. "Don't get excited. I'll 
help ye." 

She went out into the rain and imtied the 
dog and brought him into the kitchen. The 
expressman took immediate advantage of 
his Hberty and splashed away as he had 
come. 
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Meanwhile Corona was reading the letter, 
which was from Tom, and ran : 

Dear Co, — This will introduce to you a 
friend of mine, well-born, well-bred, amia- 
ble and unobtrusive, who has kindly con- 
sented to relieve for the summer the anxiety 
which Susy feels regarding your unprotected 
situation in that solitary place. Confess 
myself I would prefer not to leave you there 
without masculine society, and hope you 
may find in this gentleman all that the heart 
of Defenseless Woman can wish. 

Yours, Tom. 

P. S. — His name is Matthew Arnold. 

Corona laid down the letter and looked at 
the dog. If Tom had sent a baby, she would 
not have been more perplexed. She took 
him gingerly by the long rope. Matthew 
Arnold proceeded at once to shorten his 
tether, doing himself up with a series of 
jerks against her feet, and producing in 
Corona rather an acute sense of sympathy 
with the expressman than any warming of 
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the affections toward himself. But then he 
came from Tom. So she told Puelvir to 
give the dog his supper and — whatever 
dogs wanted ; and in a vague and abstract 
manner retired from the Dog Problem to 
the little gray parlor. Pretty soon she came 
out into the kitchen again, and the follow- 
ing conversation took place. 

" How is Matthew Arnold, Puella ? " 

" Ma'am ? " 

" How is the dog ? Is he happy ? " 

'' He *s crazy to get back where he came 
from, if ye call that bein' happy. Yes." 

" Is he a good watch-dog, do you think, 
Puelvir ? " 

" Think likely. They most generally is, 
'nless they sleep too heavy." 

" Oh ! Does Matthew Arnold sleep heav- 
ily, Puella?" 

"Hain't slept no ways yet. Ben wrig- 
gling on the rope round the table-leg ever 
sence he come. I tripped over him three 
times, and broke a platter. He keeps run- 
nin' between my feet" 
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^^ Puelvir, I had not thought much about 
it before the dog came ; but this is the first 
night weVe been alone down here. Do 
you mind it ? Are you at all afraid, Puel- 
vir ? " 

''Afraid! Well! Be you?" 

"Oh! no. I'm not afraid. Indeed, I 
never thought of it before. But I didn't 
know how you felt. You don't think we 'd 
better have a man come in, do you, till we 
get used to it ? " 

"A — man! ! !" Puella dropped her 
toasting-rack and regarded her mistress 
with a keen and scornful eye. " What 
under the canopy — two full-grown women 
— should want of a man " — But perhaps 
Puella discerned some genuine uneasiness in 
Corona's face. She replied more gently, 
" Do as ye like. I can stand him, if you 
can." 

"We might get Zero," said Corona, a 
trifle ashamed of herself for the suggestion ; 
but impelled to it by one of those unreason- 
able gusts of feeling vrhicii ctiX:^ \kt^$L^^^^?c^^s«i. 
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know. " We might have Zero. He *s only 
a boy/' As if this halved the humiliation. 

'' Very well," said Puella. " I '11 get into 
my rubber boots and go after him. Don't 
you fret." 

Corona returned to the parlor. The night 
came on swiftly. It grew very dark. Never 
on shore had she seen such darkness. Out- 
side of her door there seemed to be a chasm 
of solid black ; the outlines of sky and sea 
and rock were lost. One step off from the 
little piazza she dared not take ; it was like 
walking over the Great GuU Fixed. 

Yet the night was pierced merrily by the 
headlights of a hundred vessels anchored in 
the bay; and the air was full of sweet 
power, as if blown a long distance over per- 
fumed lands. The rain, too, grew scanty, 
and the soul of summer spoke out of the 
mystery of the dark. 

She flung herseK into the hammock on 
the piazza, with her heavy scarlet shawl 
about her. Faint light from the parlor fell 
through; she made a spot of color like a 
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dying watch-fire, and knew that she made 
it, and felt it idly. 

"Where will the critter sleep?'* asked 
Puelvir, suddenly appearing, with Matthew 
Arnold. 

"Who? Oh I the dog. Well — can't he 
sleep in your room, Puelvir?- 

" He couldy^ replied Puella, in a tone of 
deep significance. 

" He seems so little to sleep alone," said 
Corona, sympathetically. " Whee — ee, sir I 
Come here, good fellow, come." She made 
her first advances toward the dog timidly. 
Matthew repelled them with sullen dignity. 

" Where '11 the other one sleep ? " asked 
Puelvir. 

" Oh ! Zero. I had n't thought. Has he 
come? Let me see! I suppose he must 
sleep in the spare room. That had n't oc- 
curred to me. Well, it can't be helped to- 
night. Make up the bed with the colored 
blankets, Puelvir." 

"Well, I did," said Puella. "I didrft 
suppose there was n't nothin' else to be d<vaai. 
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He *s been abed and asleep this hour. He 
sleeps like the Last Trumpet/' added Puella, 
scornfully. " He *s deef too." 

"The dog might sleep with him," sug- 
gested Corona, ignoring these insinuations. 
" But we must be sure and make him un- 
derstand that he isn't to let him loose in 
the morning." 

" I give him a bath," said Puella. 

" Gave — Oh ! you gave the dog a bath. 
Very good, Puelvir. Now the next thing is 
to wake Zero. I hardly like to go into his 
room. What shall we do ? '* 

The two women stood uncertain upon the 
stairs. Corona held the light, and Puella 
held the dog. They consulted in whispers, 
forgetting that Zero was deaf. 

" I s'pose I must do it," said Puella, re- 
luctantly. " But this comes of having men- 
folks in a woman's house." 

Corona acknowledged the deserved re- 
buke in meek silence ; and Puella went into 
Zero's room, holding Matthew Arnold (who 
rebelled vigorously) by the back of the 
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neck. Corona modestly sat down with the 
lamp upon the stairs outside of Zero's door, 
and listened to the following dialogue : — 

" Zero ! " Silence. 
• "Zero!" 

"Ze-ro-o-o! Zero! Zero! Zero! Zero! 
Land ! He 's deef er 'n the Recordin' Angel. 
ZERO I '' 

"Ohl — Um! Eh?" 

" Zero ! D' ye hear ? He 's asleep again. 
Sleeps like a chockful graveyard. Much 
use you^d be — Zero! — you'd be if there 
was burglars. Zero ! Sleeps like an idiot 
asylum. Zero ! There. Zero ! Here 's the 
little dog. See ? " 

Zero seemed dimly to assert that he saw. 

" He 's to sleep with you. See ? You 're 
not to let him out in the morning. Not to 
let the little dog out in the morning ! Zero ! 
Do you sense it ? There. Well, if he don't, 
I can't do no more," said Puella. 

She came out, panting and exhausted. 
The door, swollen with the fog, stuck and 
refused to latch, Matthew Aiivold. ^^-v^Vas^fc^ 
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a strong desire to wriggle out through the 
crack ; but found the attempt hopeless and 
subsided. Zero slumbered on, and silence 
settled upon that man-protected house. 

Corona woke early. The light was strong. 
The sun seemed to be bathing in the silent 
sea. She felt as if she had surprised it. No 
one was astir; the fishermen had drawn 
their boats scraping over the white sand an 
hour since, and had become only palpitating 
spots on the horizon. Faint white opaque 
forms hung far out upon the open ocean, 
like congealed breath. They were the re- 
minders of departed and departing fog. 
Their distance and slightness left a remark- 
able contrast of brilliance upon the clean- 
swept water of the bay. Corona felt a 
bounding sense of escaped gloom as she 
looked from harbor to horizon. The few 
birds of the seaside were singing somewhere 
unseen. The opposite arm of the shore 
curved tenderly about the thoughtful wa- 
ter; the clear-cut colors of cliff and sand^ 
of the fore&tf and tlie village, looked ovei: 
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Anchored sails were flung to dry in the 
golden air; departing sails looked back 
affectionately, but leaped outward with a 
thrill ; every little fishing-boat was sentient ; 
every gray, grave schooner had a soul. The 
window by the bed was open, and beyond 
the blue muslin curtain the broad blue day 
gazed in. The air was electric and imperi- 
ous ; the world was very good. Corona, in 
a kind of trance of idleness, possession, and 
delight, heard feet astir at last, and softly 
called : — 

" Puelvir ? " 

Puella and a crisp waft of frying cunners 
came to the foot of the stairs together. 
There seemed something incredibly poetic 
to Corona in the fact of having one's own 
perch for breakfast in one's own house. 
She turned from the glory of the harbor to 
the substantial footsteps of Puella without 
shock. It was all like a change of key in a 
mystical and joyous German opera. In a 
dreamy tone she asked Puella if Zero had 
got up. Puella replied that he had beeiL 
gone three hours Bince. 
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" And the dog ? " asked Corona, idly. " Is 
Matthew Arnold safe up-stairs ? " 

"S'pose so/' said Puella. "The creetur 
was up before I was ; waked me up, too/' 

" Which creature, Puelvir ? " 

" Why, the boy. I s'pose he left the dog. 
I never looked to see." 

" Come up and look into the green room, 
and call him down," said Corona, pleasantly, 
turning again to the romance of the sea. 

In a few minutes Puella presented herself. 
Her face was grave. She said : — 

" Well, he 's gone." 

"Gone! Have you looked under the 
bed ? In the closet ? Under the — No, 
he couldn't get under the bureau. What 
will my brother say? What shall we do, 
Puelvir ? Is this the way dogs always do ? 
I never had a dog, Puelvir. I don't know 
what to do. I wonder if they get out win- 
dows. Do you think he got out the win- 
dow ? I think you must hunt up Zero. I 
will dress and help you immediately." 
Accordingly^ Puella p\it on her rubber 
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boots (she was already as dependent on 
those boots as the Peterkin family), to cross 
the long, iinmown, wet grass, in search of 
Zero. Corona hurried off as soon as circum- 
stances would permit She met Puella re- 
turning alone, with a string in her hand. 

"There's all that is left of him," said 
Puella, producing the familiar rope by which 
Matthew Arnold had so won the affections 
of the expressman. " The creetur says the 
dog followed him out. Says he seemed to 
like him first rate. Says he kep* along as 
nice as could be for a ways, till he see a cart. 
Guessed he thought it was a nexpress cart. 
Anyway, the critter put ; and the creetur " — 

"You confuse me," interrupted Corona, 
impatiently, — ^^ talking about creeturs and 
critters. I don't keep track of which you 
mean. I suppose you mean the boy went 

after the dog, and could n't find him." 

" Well, yes 'm," said Puella ; " that 's about 
it. Anyway, the dog is gone. And the boy 
says he never heard nothin' we said to him 
last night — not nothin' •, laot cycifc \:Jsfc^fc^ 
word. He thought it >Na^ o^^^^ ^^<s^V^ 
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waked up and see the critter sleepin* on the 
chair beside of him. Says the dog asked to 
go ; so he let him go. Says he never heard 
nothin' ; not nothin'. I told him he 'd been 
useful if we 'd been murdered in the night 
When you get to be so old as I be, Miss Co- 
rona, you won't have so much opinion of 
men-folks, I dessay. They 're well enough 
in their place," added Puella, drawing her 
generous figure to its height and speaking 
with the unconscious patronage of power; 
" but I don't want 'em too nigh me." 

"At least," said Corona, "I can get a 
revolver." 

Puella made no reply. There was one 
thing — only one — in this world to which 
Puella objected more than she did to a 
man. That was a pistol. She had never 
been afraid of a man ; she was very much 
afraid of a pistol. She would rather have 
had ten tramps in the house than one Smith 
& Wesson. But it was not Puella's house ; 
she could not say anything. Even her ma- 
roon and indigo curtains failed to make her 
feel at home just then. 



VII. 



MARY. 



Corona was going to have company. It 
was her first company; for Tom did not 
^^ count." She went about her new home 
in a fine fever. She patted the house, so to 
speak, for the coming of her friend. The 
arrangement of the table-linen was a poem. 
There was romance in the green borders of 
the towels that hung harmoniously in the 
green spare room. The carpet-sweeper was 
not without a charm, and the duster had a 
certain ideal character. The little brown 
house absorbed more light from the sun, 
more soul from the sea, than on lonelier 
days. Every fold of every curtain had a 
hospitable air. Each picture on the matched 
board walls looked out expectant 

In the superfluity of uncommoiSL TSL^^cfi^^^ 
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with which chance had blessed her house- 
hold, Corona found a singular relief in the 
fact that her friend was plainly known as 
Mary. Mary and Corona had not met for a 
long time. The guest arrived at evening. 
There was a gate between Corona and the 
street/ which, for some vague reason con- 
nected with cows, which Corona never fully 
understood, had to be kept shut. Puella 
went out and opened the gate for the omni- 
bus when Mary came. As she did so, Co- 
rona heard the sound of some unexpected 
struggle and excitement, and a figure re- 
plete with confused associations bounded to 
meet her. It was a dog. It was a black- 
and-tan dog. 

" I got him in Boston ! " cried Mary, com- 
ing in all flushed and fine in her modish 
traveling-clothes and looking for a moment 
very strange at the homely little hearth-side 
where she stood. " I wanted to bring you 
something. I did n't know what. I met a 
man trying to sell this dog. He said the 
fellow plagued his life out following him 
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round. He said it would n*t stay with any- 
body else, but just stuck to him. He said 
he was tired of the sight of it. I thought 
it a pity — such a pretty dog. So I bought 
him" — 

" Bought him ! " echoed Corona, impul- 
sively. 

"Why, yes. You didn't think I stole 
him? I bought him of the man; it was 
an expressman. No ; it was an expressman 
gave it to him. I got him for you, my 
dear; and I hope you'll love him for my 
sake ! " 

"I'm very much — very much, indeed,'' 
faltered Corona; "and I certainly will. 
Come here sir ; come here. How kind you 
were — and thoughtful. And now you '11 
come directly to your room, I know. This 
way. This little dog is thirsty. If you '11 
excuse me " — 

She hurried to the kitchen, where she and 
the dog and Puella confronted each other. 

" Well ! " said Puella. 

'- Yes," said Corona. 

7 
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"It's him," added Puella. 

" It 's Matthew Arnold," said Corona, sol- 
emnly. " I see you think so. There is no 
doubt about it. What shall we do ? " 

"I know him by them eye-teeth," said 
Puella, grimly, " and that twist to his tail. 
He had that cock to one eye, too, when he 
ran around the table-leg. Yes, it 's him." 

" What can we do ? " repeated Corona, 
desperately. '^ I cannot tell her. How can 
I? No. We mustn't tell her, Puelvir — 
at present. It seems like deception ; but it 
isn't our fault. We won't say anything 
about it to her." 

"Nor to your brother, neither. Eh?" 
asked Puella, sardonically. 

"No," said Corona, groaning; "nor to 
my brother, either, just yet. Perhaps he 
won't come while Miss Mary is here. We 
can trust not. We must make the best of 
it, Puelvir. Give Matthew Arnold his sup- 
per, and tie him in a double bow-knot. And 
be careful how you look, Puelvir, when any- 
thing is said before you about the dog." 
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And now life in the brown cottage be- 
came full of busy restfulness. The days 
slid by, well comraded. Corona was hap- 
pier than she had ever expected to be, in 
her own house or out of it. To be sure, a 
shadow fell across her content now and 
then, when Mary reminded her that she 
was to love that dog for her sake. And she 
found it a little difficult at first to call him 
Launcelot, which was the name Mary had se- 
lected for him. Corona suggested Matthew 
Arnold ; but Mary said that was irreverent. 
Corona inquired if Launcelot were not a lit- 
tle disreputable ; but Mary thought not. 
Sometimes they compromised on Matthew 
Launcelot. And these were slight matters. 
And the dog stayed. In fact, he stayed 
hard. Whatever his unrelated experience 
during his brief absence in Boston, all the 
expressmen of Fairharbor could not have 
won him from Corona's back-door now. He 
proved to be a reserved, inscrutable charac- 
ter, with no undue amount of intellect, but 
much repressed affection, with which he 
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honored Corona in an unenthusiastic, but 
dogged way. Corona yielded to him the 
swift obedience of love. In short, Matthew 
Laiincelot soon became the master of the 
house. " And Puelvir is the mistress/' Co- 
rona would say, when she and Mary wan- 
dered away days at a time in the wide June 
weather, delighted to know that they did 
not know what they should have for dinner, 
and scorning to ask what to-morrow's break- 
fast would resemble. 

To-day they scale the great cliffs of the 
headland, emancipated in beach-dresses ; 
eager to climb for the sheer love of climb- 
ing, that, Uke the love of music, foreign 
missions, or flirtation, is native to the soul. 
To-morrow they will have the weeds that 
bum beneath the morning sun on the rug- 
ged eastern beaches, and, gathering them 
idly, fling themselves upon the rocks to see 
the third wave rear in — sentient, it seems 
— a palpitating sea-horse, ramping beneath 
the bridle of the strong head-wind. And 
Corona, in a low voie^, (\viotea : — 
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^ Like senseless weeds that rise and fall 
Upon Thine awful tides ; are we 
No more then, after all ? " 

Then, sauntering home at sunset, with the 
tiny corpses of color that one never knows 
whether it is worth while to save, they 
gather like children over the white basin 
that Puella brings, to see the resurrection of 
the dead. Crimson, olive, corn, and car- 
mine, brown and amber, and the burning 
green draw breath like souls. And, watch- 
ing these, they faintly hear the mighty 
breakers left behind upon the now dark- 
ened and deserted shore ; and think how 
large the wave, how small the weed; and 
think, perhaps, how long is life, how short 
its summer, how large denial is, how small 
is joy ; and grow a little sentimental as the 
night comes, and the moon lifts her shoul- 
ders over the hill, and so wander to separate 
windows in the little gray parlor, and sit si- 
lent for a while, till the summer people start 
a merry song upon the beach, or one wan- 
ders up to ask, will they join the sailixv^ 
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waked up and see the critter sleepin' on the 
chair beside of him. Says the dog asked to 
go ; so he let him go. Says he never heard 
nothin' ; not nothin'. I told him he 'd been 
useful if we 'd been murdered in the night. 
When you get to be so old as I be, Miss Co- 
rona, you won't have so much opinion of 
men-folks, I dessay . They 're well enough 
in their place," added Puella, drawing her 
generous figure to its height and speaking 
with the unconscious patronage of power; 
" but I don't want 'em too nigh me." 

"At least," said Corona, "I can get a 
revolver." 

Puella made no reply. There was one 
thing — only one — in this world to which 
Puella objected more than she did to a 
man. That was a pistol. She had never 
been afraid of a man ; she was very much 
afraid of a pistoL She would rather have 
had ten tramps in the house than one Smith 
& Wesson. But it was not Puella's house j 
she could not say anything. Even her ma- 
roon and indigo curtains failed to make her 
feel at home just tben. 
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Corona was going to have company. It 
was her first company; for Tom did not 
^^ count." She went about her new home 
in a fine fever. She patted the house, so to 
speak, for the coming of her friend. The 
arrangement of the table-linen was a poem. 
There was romance in the green borders of 
the towels that hung harmoniously in the 
green spare room. The carpet-sweeper was 
not without a charm, and the duster had a 
certain ideal character. The little brown 
house absorbed more light from the sun, 
more soul from the sea, than on lonelier 
days. Every fold of every curtain had a 
hospitable air. Each picture on the matched 
board walls looked out expectant. 

In the superfluity of uncommoa rLAss^"^ 
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with which chance had blessed her house- 
hold, Corona found a singular relief in the 
fact that her friend was plainly known as 
Mary. Mary and Corona had not met for a 
long time. The guest arrived at evening. 
There was a gate between Corona and the 
street/ which, for some vague reason con- 
nected with cows, which Corona never fully 
understood, had to be kept shut. Puella 
went out and opened the gate for the omni- 
bus when Mary came. As she did so, Co- 
rona heard the sound of some unexpected 
struggle and excitement, and a figure re- 
plete with confused associations bounded to 
meet her. It was a dog. It was a black- 
and-tan dog. 

" I got him in Boston ! " cried Mary, com- 
ing in all flushed and fine in her modish 
traveling-clothes and looking for a moment 
very strange at the homely little hearth-side 
where she stood. " I wanted to bring you 
something. I did n't know what. I met a 
man trying to sell this dog. He said the 
fellow plagued his life out following him 
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round. He said it would n't stay with any- 
body else, but just stuck to him. He said 
he was tired of the sight of it. I thought 
it a pity — such a pretty dog. So I bought 
him" — 

" Bought him ! " echoed Corona, impul- 
sively. 

"Why, yes. You didn't think I stole 
him ? I bought him of the man ; it was 
an expressman. No ; it was an expressman 
gave it to him. I got him for you, my 
dear; and I hope you'll love him for my 
sake!'' 

"I'm very much — very much, indeed," 
faltered Corona; "and I certainly will. 
Come here sir ; come here. How kind you 
were — and thoughtful. And now you '11 
come directly to your room, I know. This 
way. This little dog is thirsty. If you '11 



excuse me " 



She hurried to the kitchen, where she and 
the dog and Puella confronted each other. 
" Well ! " said Puella. 
'- Yes," said Corona. 

7 
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"It's him," added Puella. 

" It 's Matthew Arnold," said Corona, sol- 
emnly. ^^ I see you think so. There is no 
doubt about it. What shall we do ? " 

"I know him by them eye-teeth," said 
Puella, grimly, ^^ and that twist to his tail. 
He had that cock to one eye, too, when he 
ran around the table-leg. Yes, it 's him." 

" What can we do ? " repeated Corona, 
desperately. " I cannot tell her. How can 
I? No. We mustn't tell her, Puelvir — 
at present. It seems like deception ; but it 
isn't our fault. We won't say anything 
about it to her." 

" Nor to your brother, neither. Eh ? " 
asked Puella, sardonically. 

"No," said Corona, groaning; "nor to 
my brother, either, just yet. Perhaps he 
won't come while Miss Mary is here. We 
can trust not. We must make the best of 
it, Puelvir. Give Matthew Arnold his sup- 
per, and tie him in a double bow-knot. And 
be careful how you look, Puelvir, when any- 
thing is said before you about the dog." 
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And now life in the brown cottage be- 
came full of busy restfulness. The days 
slid by, well comraded. Corona was hap- 
pier than she had ever expected to be, in 
her own house or out of it. To be sure, a 
shadow fell across her content now and 
then, when Mary reminded her that she 
was to love that dog for her sake. And she 
found it a little dijfficult at first to call him 
Launcelot, which was the name Mary had se- 
lected for him. Corona suggested Matthew 
Arnold ; but Mary said that was irreverent. 
Corona inquired if Launcelot were not a lit- 
tle disreputable ; but Mary thought not. 
Sometimes they compromised on Matthew 
Launcelot. And these were slight matters. 
And the dog stayed. In fact, he stayed 
hard. Whatever his unrelated experience 
during his brief absence in Boston, all the 
expressmen of Fairharbor could not have 
won him from Corona's back-door now. He 
proved to be a reserved, inscrutable charac- 
ter, with no undue amount of intellect, but 
much repressed affection, with vrbkJc^ Vj^ 
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honored Corona in an unenthusiastic, but 
dogged way. Corona yielded to him the 
swift obedience of love. In short, Matthew 
Laimcelot soon became the master of the 
house. " And Puelvir is the mistress/' Co- 
rona would say, when she and Mary wan- 
dered away days at a time in the wide June 
weather, delighted to know that they did 
not know what they should have for dinner, 
and scorning to ask what to-morrow's break- 
fast would resemble. 

To-day they scale the great cliffs of the 
headland, emancipated in beach-dresses ; 
eager to climb for the sheer love of climb- 
i^g^ that, like the love of music, foreign 
missions, or flirtation, is native to the soul. 
To-morrow they will have the weeds that 
bum beneath the morning sun on the rug- 
ged eastern beaches, and, gathering them 
idly, fling themselves upon the rocks to see 
the third wave rear in — sentient, it seems 

a pQ'lpitating sea-horse, ramping beneath 
^e bridle of the strong head-wind. And 
^*> ui a low voice, quotes : — 
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^ Like senseless weeds that rise and fall 
Upon Thine awful tides ; are we 
No more then, after all ? " 

Then, sauntering home at sunset, with the 
tiny corpses of color that one never knows 
whether it is worth while to save, they 
gather like children over the white basin 
that Puella brings, to see the resurrection of 
the dead. Crimson, olive, corn, and car- 
mine, brown and amber, and the burning 
green draw breath like souls. And, watch- 
ing these, they faintly hear the mighty 
breakers left behind upon the now dark- 
ened and deserted shore; and think how 
large the wave, how small the weed; and 
think, perhaps, how long is life, how short 
its summer, how large denial is, how small 
is joy ; and grow a little sentimental as the 
night comes, and the moon lifts her shoul- 
ders over the hill, and so wander to separate 
windows in the little gray parlor, and sit si- 
lent for a while, till the summer people start 
a merry song upon the beach, or one wan- 
ders up to ask, will they join the sailixs^ 
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party? or Zero's mother sends him over 
with some flowers ; or Puella knocks to say 
that folks are trying to make a call, but 
Matthew Launcelot is barkin' at the brooch 
and waltzin' at it till the bosses rared and 
kicked him and she wished they would. 

Or they will visit every lighthouse in the 
harbor, and talk with every keeper, and 
hear every story of the great storm, the 
greater wrecks, the strangling fogs, the 
enormous desolateness, and the meagre sal- 
ary of the keeper's life. 

Or they will row two miles in the " Guilds 
Wing" (that is Corona's dory), and wander 
up and down the opposite harbor shore, in 
the heart of one of Massachusett's densest 
forests, to rest the eyes in green and mute- 
ness, from the daily splendor of the shade- 
less, shattered sea. 

Or they will get out of something for sup- 
per, the day Puella takes her " afternoon," 
and tilt anxiously upon the rocks for two 
hours in search of cunners, with their long, 
unaccustomed, cruel poles; the wind in 
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their faces, the sun in their hearts, the sum- 
mer in their eyes ; and catch just three be- 
tween them ; and, being upon the verge of 
starvation, fry them savagely for supper; 
having one apiece, and heroically saving the 
smallest for Matthew Launcelot. 

Or they heard steps upon the rocks last 
night; or Matthew barked at eleven; or 
oars dipped across the harbor at three, with 
a stealthiness that bespoke unusual errands. 
And the two women, Ustening breathless, 
each from her blue or green bedchamber, in 
the black, defenseless night, heard the un- 
seen boat draw near and nearer to the un- 
seen shore; and thought of foreign sailors 
— the French, the Spaniard, and the " Por- 
tugee " — of all the lawless life that floats 
into Fairharbor from all quarters of the 
reckless globe ; and say to-day at breakfast 
that they will not live so any longer, and, 
without further deference to Puella's super- 
stitions, vow to be accomplished seven-shoot- 
ers before another evening falls, and will go 
together to " the city " for that revolver. 
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" The city " is a mile away. Mary and 
Corona row over after supper, in the death 
of the hot day. Matthew Launcelot insists 
upon accompanying them ; and when he gets 
midway of the burning water is frightened 
out of whatever wits he has, and does his 
best to upset the '' Gull's Wing/' with such 
efficiency that for one breathless moment 
Corona's helpless oars fly from the rebellious 
current, and she sees the colors of her har- 
bor as one sees the face of sudden death, 
but mainly thinks. What will Mary's mother 
do? 

Mary, however, makes a manful grasp at 
Matthew Launcelot's palpitating tan throat, 
and holds him thereafter in a grip more of 
sorrow than of love, until they land. Mat- 
thew Launcelot is uncommonly muddy, and 
Mary's dress is white. 

But yet how wonderful, how wonderful it 
is ! Corona rows peacefully and powerfully 
after the incident of Matthew Launcelot. 
The sun sinks. The harbor lights leap out 
— gold and green and brave blood-red. 
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The tired fishermen creep home with lan- 
guid sail. Picturesque old men, with heavy 
beards, dip their black boats to the gunwale 
for their lobster-pots, which come up flash- 
ing every color in the prism to the level 
light. Pleasure parties sweep by singing. 
The waves take on the depths of jewels — 
tender and terrible; but the sky is like a 
mighty flower. 

As they near the little town, the colors 
darken and alter impressively. Huge 
schooners, barks, and ships at anchor block 
their way. Mary's white hand on the tiller 
steers skilfully and silently beneath the hot 
breath of panting steamers. Rough sailors 
from the crowded decks look down at them 
with grave and idle interest. Two spring 
upon the wharf to help the ladies up the 
narrow ladder, for the tide is low. They 
lift their hats; and one of them ties the 
" Gull's Wing," which he promises to watch. 

They walk, with swifter steps than per- 
haps need be, through the throngs of loafers 
in the narrow streets. There are some hard 
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faces — miserable men! They hang about 
the rimi-shops and the sailors' hells. No- 
where else does Corona see such faces. The 
two women draw their veils a little, and pass 
like two tall, shining lilies up the sultry, un- 
clean street. They need not fear. 

" There are two things," said a Cape Cod 
boy, " that a sailor will give his life for, will 
die to defend. One is a beautiful vessel; 
the other a delicate lady." 

Matthew Launcelot accompanied them, 
walking gravely through the crooked, busy 
streets, to the revolver shop. The revolver 
shop was a jeweler's. 

" Know how to shoot ? " asked the jew- 
eler. 

"Oh! no," said Corona, calmly; "but 
you can teach me." 

The jeweler did not seem so sure of this, 
but kindly gave the lady a few instructions. 
He was more amused than Corona could see 
reason for being. She took her pistol and 
her lesson, however, and hurried away, tri- 
amphant As they left the store, coming 
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out into the now lighted and showy little 
town, drops struck their faces. 

'* It 's beginning to rain ! " cried Mary. 

'^ If I've got to row home in a blow/' said 
Corona, ^^we cannot take this dog. He 
might be too much for you to hold, if it is 
rough. I think he must be sea-sick, he acts 
so. What shall we do ? " 

"I should send him home by — some- 
thing," suggested Mary, vaguely. 

" He might go by the omnibus," said Co- 
rona. 

The omnibus was passing. So Matthew 
Launcelot went home by land. 

" Lost your dog, eh ? " asked the polite 
sailor, when he untied the boat. 

" Why, I^d have rowed you over, dog and 
all. You 'd ought to learn him. A dog has to 
be learned to be a sailor, like folks. Mine '11 
climb the riggin' now, well as me, most. Fust 
time I took him to the Banks, he was so sick 
we had to set up nights with him. I 'd pull 
pretty well, if I was you. It 's comin' up a 
breeze of wind." 
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It was, indeed. Corona, pushing out into 
the harbor, found that the glory of the hour 
had gone. Clouds flew low, like great birds, 
and seemed to flap their dense gray wings. 
The water had grown ominously dark. The 
mouth of the harbor gaped, and its throat 
lay yellow and livid — an ugly look — from 
shore to shore. The waves began to rise. 
They took on veils of brown and purple- 
black. Corona rowed hard. She rowed 
hard, but the wind helped her, for the 
shower lay in the northwest and chased her 
on. In the gloom and opacity of sky and 
sea and shore Mary's dress and her slender 
fingers looked singularly white and trans- 
parent, and seemed to light the way. The 
sailors in the schooners, as the "Gull's 
Wing" shot by, looked over a little anx- 
iously, it seemed, this time. One old fisher- 
man, who crossed them, clinging to his furl- 
ing, flapping sail, said, audibly, to his boy at 
the tiller, — 

" Them gals had better look out." 
Corona rows steadily. Once in a while 
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she thinks of Mary's mother. But she is 
not at heart afraid. She and the ^^ Gull's 
Wing " have taken too many a wild flight 
together. She sees the flying shore, the 
crowding cloud, the electric harbor throat, 
exultantly. She is in them, of them. She 
thrills with kinship to them; she quivers 
with the passion of the sea. 

And now the light, Ihe reef, the buoy, 
the Neck, the Cut, the red buoy, and the 
Cove plunge by. Drops are on the water 
two miles off upon the other shore. The 
low brown cottage looks through the spray 
of the deep and angry waves, into whose 
heart the " Gull's Wing " strikes right roy- 
ally. There are a few long strokes, a few 
quick breaths, and swift between the teeth 
of the rocks the dory makes her haven. A 
great wave carries her high and dry upon 
the sand. Drops hit Corona sullenly as she 
stands, wind-blown and flushed, in her blue 
boating-dress, to moor the boat, hand over 
strong hand, by the pulley mooring. Sud- 
denly the two women feel the power of the 
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wind upon them. They bend their heads 
and run. 

It is dark in the cottage. Puella is shut- 
ting doors and windows. Matthew Launce- 
lot, offended by his aimless and anxious 
omnibus ride, retreats to a northern window 
and eyes the storm, but is not conversational. 
It is very dark outside. 

Now the shower comes fast. Across the 
bay's width drops step and hasten. One 
can see them coming like feet. Before one 
thinks of this, they are the footsteps of an 
army. The sultry color of the harbor's 
mouth turns black. Then comes the down- 
pour. It is not like rain. It is a sheet of 
white light. It falls slantwise, blown by 
the gale. The rocks are frosted by the wet, 
and glitter ; and then they give out all the 
light there is. Out in front of the cottage 
the " Gull's Wing " tears at her tether, plung- 
ing out of sight in the bosom of the wave. 



VIII. 



HOUSE-WARMING. 



" I THINK," said Corona, one day, " that 
we must give a party." 

"I would," said Mary, warmly. ^^The 
shore is well filled now. People could easily 
drive over. There are the Burtons at Wol- 
chester, and Effie Purchase. There is Gen- 
eral Dolburn at Gride's Farm, and the Hop- 
kinsons and the Allisons and some of that 
set. And at Dove's Cote " — 

" Some time," interrupted Corona, " I 
want to see all those people at my house ; 
but not now, not first. There are others 
I want to begin with. I want to ask the 
Ranns and the Fishers, and Mrs. Jacobs and 
Miss Thurston, and — let me see ! Oh ! and 
Mr. Morrison and some others." 

"Morrison? Thurston?" asked Mary, 
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blankly. She did not know these friends of 
Corona's. Thurston was a distinguished 
name. 

" The Ranns," continued Corona, calmly, 
'' live on the hill, in that gambrel-roof ed old 
house. They catch fish. The Fishers sell 
it, in that brown hut we passed yesterday. 
Mrs. Jacobs does fine washing for the sum- 
mer boarders. Miss Thurston works in the 
net factory. Then there is my dear Mrs. 
Rowin. She is Zero's mother. Old Mr. 
Morrison is our lobster man." 

There was a silence. Mary took up Mat- 
thew Launcelot and addressed some irrele- 
vant remarks to him, which Matthew re- 
ceived with small favor ; but which served 
as an outlet to Mary's emotions. Even 
great failures have their great uses. 

^^ I thought, dear," she said, at last, pa- 
thetically, ^Hhat I was prepared for you 
almost anyhow. But I was not. I am not. 
Well. When will you have your party ? " 

"These people are my neighbors," said 
Corona, earnestly. "I have come to live 
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among them. I have no others, except the 
boarders, who don't stay. They seem more 
like land-sparrows than they do like neigh- 
bors. I always thought, if one had a house, 
one would regard one's neighbors first. 1 
have chosen mine. I shall abide by my 
choice. Besides," added Corona, ^^I like 
these people. I want them in my house." 

"I've no doubt they are excellent peo- 
ple," urged Mary, hastily ; " and certainly, 
dear, if you wish to do it, I will help you all 
I can." 

" I shall ask Tom and Susy," added Co- 
rona. " And Effie Purchase may come, if 
she wants to. But no one else. Too many 
people spoil a house-warming. Let us have 
it the last week in July." 

Mary was silent. She did not like to say 
that she hardly thought Elf would come. 

On one point they differed. Mary thought 
it necessary to christen the cottage before 
they gave a party. 

Corona could not think of any name that 

she was willing to call the cottage by. She 

a 
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was not sure that she liked cottages with 
names. 

'' It is a snobbish American fashion," she 
said. "Half of the shoddy places in the 
country are called Wildbria^s and Willow- 
banks, and lilybells, and such things. This 
is a matched board cottage. I think 1 will 
call it the shanty." 

" The cMlet would be pretty," suggested 
Mary. 

" Why not the Robin Redbreast ? " asked 
Corona, severely. "Or, The Tea-chest? 
It 's square. Or, The Fog-bank ? It 's dark 
enough. That will do. The Northeast 
Fog-bank." 

Mary said she had meant something not 
exactly so serious ; something a little funny. 

"The Oyster-Shell. Or, The Lobster- 
Pot. Or, The Clam-bake," replied Corona. 

" Well, no," said Mary. " But how would 
you like the Maiden's Repose, for instance ? " 

" I will call it the Old Maid's Paradise," 
said Corona, after some thought. "That 
will do. ^Presents her compliments, and 
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would be happy to see you in Paradise.' 
Yes. I will consent to the Old Maid's Para- 
dise." 

The last week in July came in swift sea- 
son, and with it the day appointed for Co- 
rona's party. With it, too, came Tom ; with 
it Susy and the baby (whom Corona did n't 
ask) ; with it also Miss Purchase of Wol- 
chester. With it a placid harbor and a 
windless east; the south breeze cooled 
across miles of water for burning inland 
cheeks ; the sky at rest, the tide at the full, 
and the last wild roses flaring on the soft 
gray color of the big bowlder and in the 
thicket by the gate. Ejfie Purchase said 
they looked like torches. She said she 
never saw anything so delightful. And 
Susy kissed Corona often ; but Tom kissed 
her twice. Corona was happy. When she 
found that everybody treated her party with 
respect, she was very happy. 

And Mary helped Puella with the cake. 

"It's just one of her ways," said Puella 
to Mary, as they rolled the frosting. "It 
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ain't so much havin' the folks. I don't 
mind that. • That's well enough, if she 
wants 'em. The house is hern, and the 
neighbors set by her to be uncommon kind 
when we first come down. But what I 
can't consider is wastin' cake like this here 
you call French kisses on them that '11 never 
know it took the whites of one dozen eggs 
to a single receipt. And whatever am I to 
do with the yolks, in a house where none of 
ye will set eyes on custard-pudden, nor yet 
on pies ? " 

Corona's cottage looked pleasant to the 
twenty guests, who came strolling up by 
twos and threes, prompt to the early coun- 
try hour of their invitation. To them there 
was a certain mystery about this Lilliputian 
hospitality. The tiny house was not as 
large as some of the homes from which they 
came. But there were no tall ferns stand- 
ing in tall vases on their piazzas, and the 
wild briar and woodbine, the red rose- 
seeds, and the delicate cranberry-vines that 
wreathed the posts and door had a perplex- 
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ing, festive look. They had not thought 
of cranberries in relation to their capacities 
for household art decoration. And wild 
roses principally multiplied and eat out the 
grass. So with the Chinese lanterns on the 
bowlder and veranda, and on the parlor 
ceiling, where they shed a softened and 
transforming light upon the happy faces, 
upturned to wonder if they smoked the 
walls. 

^^She must have give twenty-five cents 
apiece for them," thought old Mr. Morrison. 

" Father Morrison," said Corona, coming 
up just then (it was one of the pretty cus- 
toms of Pairharbor to call the old men 
father; and Corona stood with a certain 
reverence, in her plain light silk dress, be- 
fore the seated figure of the old fisher- 
man), — " Father Morrison, can't you tell us 
something of the great gale of '39? My 
friends from home want to hear about a 
great gale." 

'^ Well," said the old man, after a pause 
and without rising, "don't know Uxii. V 
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could. But I ain't no gret of a talker. 
I 'm a man of few words. But I saw the 
gale. Yes! I was a boy then. I was thirty 
years old." 

Tom came up with Susy. And Elf Pur- 
chase brought the sailor, whom she was en- 
tertaining with a candid charm and sweet- 
ness that the young fellows in '' society " at 
Wolchester had never seen upon her pretty 
face. Elf brought up her sailor, and sat on 
a divan near the old man's feet to listen. It 
is perhaps mal dpropos to talk about " di- 
vans " in Corona's house, since, in truth, I 
mean by that, in this instance, to say a 
soap-box stuffed with excelsior and covered 
with what Corona called " green turkey red." 
But Mary corrected her, saying it was " tur- 
key green." 

"It come up o' Sunday," said Father 
Morrison, looking off over Elf's young head 
with blank, far-seeing eyes. " It come up o' 
Sunday, in Jenooary — no, in December — 
and it blew till Tuesday steady. It blew like 
all possessed till Tuesday night Nobody 
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could stop it^ nor help it^ nor do nothin^ to 
it. Nobody can't with a breeze o' wind. 
That 's where a breeze o' wind is different 
from moist other trials that the A'mighty 
sends on us, his critters. I was ashore ; but 
my father and my brothers — two on 'em — 
was afloat. They just got in and anchored 
— there. Zero, stand out and let this young 
woman (pointing to Miss Ejfie) see where. 
They was in the same pickle with the rest. 
There was over eighty vessels in. Darsen't 
stay out. Couldn't get in. It blew 'em 
agin t'other shore, for it come from the 
sou'-sou'east. Well, I don't know's I've 
much to tell. Only I stood on shore. My 
wife was with me, and she held the baby. 
My brother's wife was there too — the mar- 
ried one — and his baby. She cried and 
took on, for we could see 'em drag their an- 
chor. Lots of them dragged their anchor. 
Some just swamped. Some drifted to Long 
Beach. It was freezin' cold and the riggin' 
was slippery as he — , as slippery. My 
brother's wife was a young things and ««t ^e^ 
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sight by him. We see him clingin' to the 
riggin'. There warn't no boat could live to 
stir to 'em. Fifty vessels went down in that 
there gale, sir, right in this harbor ; and fifty 
men was drowned. My father was among 
'em, and the boys — both the boys. We 
could see 'em droppin' off. 

"Wednesday it calmed down," added 
Father Morrison, after a silence which no 
one broke, " and I took the widder home. 
1 had her an' the young one to look to. I 
had six of my own. It come hard. Then 
there was mother. Goin' home to tell her 
was the worst And I hed her to keep, too. 
But we got along. It was a great while 
ago. Things seem easier when they hap- 
pened so long ago, young lady. That 's a 
curious thing. You don't imderstand it; 
but sea-folks do, such a sight of things keep 
happenin' to 'em. Sea-folks have to under- 
stand a good many things, in my opinion, 
that the Lord thought land-folks had n't got 
the wit to see into. So he never called it 
of 'em. No, he did n't. No, no." 
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" You have had a hard life, sir. Would 
you like to live ashore, then ? " asked Elf, 
thoughtfully. She lifted her porcelain pro- 
file nearer to the old man^s granite face. 
She had on something transparent and 
white. Her breath came with some timid- 
ity. She looked like an ideal questioning a 
fact. 

''Live ashore/'^ cried Father Morrison. 
" Live ashore ! When I come in for my 
buryin', young woman, I s'pose I must — 
Yes, yes, yes. I take it I've got to live 
ashore a while then. So long as I can han- 
dle an oar or push a dory off, no shore for 



me. 



"If it's nothin' but lobsters," added 
Father Morrison, reflectively, '' and you Ve 
been too old for the Banks this some time 
sence ; yes, ef • it 's nothin' but lobsters, I 'd 
rather die a lobsterer — yes, yes, I *d rather 
die a lobster — than live a landlubber. Yes, 
yes, yes." 

Susy, on the piazza, had the cranberry 
vines in her hand just then. She was talk- 
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ing to Miss Thurston. Miss Thurston was 
a large, lonely, homely woman, with the 
anxious eyes that Susy noticed most of the 
women in Fairharbor seemed to have. Susy 
was saying how beautiful were the cran- 
berry vines. She had never seen any before. 
She swept the long, delicate, curving fronds 
through her delicate fingers, as she spoke. 

"I work in the net factory," said Jane 
Thurston, impulsively, glancing at her own 
heavy, toil-cut fingers. " 1 don't have much 
time to think if things are pretty. There 's 
a good many pretty things in this house. I 
like to look around. Miss Corona is so 
neighborly ! I never saw cranberries used 
for trimmings before." 

"None of us have, I think," said Susy, 
gently. 

" We pick 'em to sell," said Miss Thurs- 
ton. 

" Are they — Does it pay for the trou- 
ble ? " asked Susy, hesitatingly. 

"We give him a half. We get a half 
for picking. He's the xaan that owns the 
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meadow. I s'pose he 's a right to his prop^ 
erty, like other folks. I 'm not findin' fault 
It 's children do it mostly ; but women-folks 
don't have any too many ways of eamin'. 
Mis' Rowin and I and some other ladies go 
out once in a while. I go after I get home 
from the factory, of a Saturday. We make 
a little. It's such uncertain work in the 
net factory. They don't run winters. 
Then spring and fall, when the fleets come 
in, we 're drove so. The men come with 
their nets broke, and are in a hurry to get 
mended up. Sometimes we work very late. 
I get four dollars a week. I'll show you 
over the factory, with pleasure, if you'd 
like to see it. Most of the girls are 
younger than me. Most of them get mar- 
ried after a while. Some of 'em pack salt 
cod instid." 

" It 's a hard life for a woman Uving by 
the sea," said Susy, softly. 

" It 's dreadful being a woman by the 
sea," said Jane Thurston, impetuously, be- 
neath her breath. 
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^^ Ten years ago," said Corona to Susy, 
afterward, "that poor soul had a lover. 
Yes ! You would n't think it. He was lost 
in a fog at the Grand Banks the week they 
were going to be married. And then she 
says, it 's so much worse if they do marry. 
It is no uncommon thing here for all the 
men in a family to be swept off within a 
few years. That Mrs. Rann, Tom enter- 
tained so nicely, lost her husband and four 
sons in one gale.'^ 

^^ What a dismal place to live in ! " cried 
Susy. Corona made no answer. She did 
not think so. At any rate, her little party 
was not dismal. She watched the quiet 
pleasure of her guests with a certain vanity 
of possession. She rejoiced in their keen 
wit and fine, observant eyes. She was 
proud of their ease and gentle dignity, their 
sturdy self-respect, their patience under sor- 
row, their courage in denial, their almost 
unbounded generosity to each other, and 
their well-developed trust in Heaven. All 
ihe traits which she knew so well in them 
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seemed to her to shine behind their holiday 
clothes and manners. She wondered if her 
friends did not envy her such neighbors. 
She helped Zero to ice-cream with the finest 
thrill of hospitality that Paradise had expe- 
rienced yet. She would have found it diffi- 
cult to say what she thought when, looking 
over, she saw Elf Purchase — hovering like 
a bird in her thin dress — breaking bon-bons 
with Father Morrison in the corner, and 
Jane Thurston, laughing, looking on ; Mrs 
Rowin examining the Venetian views ; and 
Charley Rann showing Jenny Fisher the il- 
lustrated ^^ Rab," pointing out the striking 
resemblance between that hero and Matthew 
Launcelot, while Jenny turned the leaves to. 
see if Ailsie died. Corona had theories of 
her own about " society," which she seldom 
or never saw in practice and of which she 
did not often talk. To-night she thought 
about them a little j but the tears came, and 
she had to stop. So she asked Zero to tell 
them about the sea-serpent. 

" He was discovered off my rocks," said 
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Corona. "It was in 1817 — my first sea- 
son." And nobody but old Father Morrison 
saw her modest joke. But he laughed till 
Zero had finished the story, and the " Ser- 
pent " was well out of the Harbor, after a 
three weeks' visit. 

"I always like to be with good folks," 
said Father Morrison, standing in the door- 
way to say good-night. " I like to see good 
folks. Misery loves company." 

When the party was over, and Corona's 
good neighbors were going away, she and 
Tom, Susy, Mary, and Elf stood at the gray 
parlor windows. There was faint moonlight 
on the bowlder; on the grass over which 
the people were passing quietly; on the 
lonely street up which they strolled to their 
poor homes; and on the terrible sea by 
which they lived and in which (God knew !) 
they might be buried. Far out upon the 
headland the great red Light stood to watch 
them, standing with clasped arms between 
them and that which lay beyond. The few 
fortunate people in the cottage watched 
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tliein^ too, till they had passed from sight. 
No one spoke at first. By and by Mary 
said the sea was rising, and that there was 
a fog-horn out beyond the bar. 

Late that evening there was a knock at 
Corona's door. It was Tom. She admitted 
him, wondering; and he sat down in the 
deck-chair (Corona slept in the parlor that 
night), and idly drawled : — 

"There seems to be — a little confusion 
in this family about — that dog. Miss Mary 
says " — 

Oh ! the dog. Corona had never remem- 
bered him till that moment. It was a 
dreadful moment. She faced it as well as 
she could. There was nothing for it but 
to tell Tom the whole story. 

"Never again," finished Corona, "will I 
do anything in the world — if it is only to 
button my boots, Tom, dear — on the ground 
that people will never know it. So far as 
my experience goes, people always find out 
everything ; everything that ever happens. 
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I 'm glad they do. I 'd rather they would. 
I don't want anything that the whole world 
can't find out, and welcome. But, Tom, 
darling, I did n't know what to do ; and I 
thought you wouldn't come (you don't 
often, you know); and Mary said to love 
him for her sake " — 

Such roars of laughter interrupted Co- 
rona, that Paradise shook. Susy called to 
know what on earth — And Matthew 
Launcelot was so disturbed, that Puelvir 
told him if he did n't stop that barkin' and 
waltzin' she'd sell him to the Raspberry- 
man. For reasons known only to herself, 
the most direful threats in which Puelvir 
ever indulged concerned the Raspberry- 
man. He was held over Matthew Launce- 
lot's head like ghosts over refractory chil- 
dren by unamiable nursery-maids. The 
Raspberry-man was a gentle, inoffensive 
man, extremely kind to Matthew Launce- 
lot. But he was also extremely kind to 
Puelvir* 



IX. 



HALF-MAST. 



The summer is going fast, like youth, 
first love, or hot waffles. 

Elf Purchase gives utterance to this dar- 
ing and dignified sentiment, one silver 
morning. Elf has stayed on after the 
party. Two guests at a time constitute the 
wildest dissipation in Paradise. When Elf 
first came, she quoted — 

" Only two in the Garden walked, 
And with snake and 8>eraph talked " — 

and felt a little in the way, as the serpent 
must himself, she said, to begin with. But 
to stay in Fairharbor is as easy as sinning. 
Effie stayed. To-morrow she can stay no 
longer. Mary and Corona, Puelvir and 
Matthew Launcelot will celebrate her last 
day among them. What shall they do? 

9 
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As I said, it is a silver day. At least, it is 
a silver morning. 

The fog-bell has tolled all night. In the 
bursting of the dawn it is tolling still. I 
should not say this, either ; for the dawn 
cannot burst in a fog. It steals, it sifts, it 
saturates; it scintillates by and by. Elf 
watches it luxin:iously from the Old Maid's 
Paradise, turning idly on the pillows, with 
the muslin curtain pushed and thrust behind 
her, like a fragment of the fog itself. Elf 
is young and happy. She is sure the fog 
will lift. She calls out, merrily : — 

"Girls! Oh! girls! We'll have a 
moonlight row. Pll row. That's what 
we '11 do to celebrate." 

Mary asks if they shall begin that min- 
ute; but Elf hardly hears the severe re- 
joinder. 

The fog does not lift like this at Gride's 
Farm or Wolchester. She is passionate 
with ecstasy. She is swept into the feeling 
of the morning. Her young eyes impetu- 
ously summon the hidden world. 
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Slowly now, then more swiftly, to her 
sweet autocracy it comes obedient. The 
huge gray, dense, depressing mass on which 
she looks lightens imperceptibly at first, 
and with inimitable delicacy — more like the 
change of color on a girl's brow than like 
any other transformation that we know. 
Flushes of gold, silver, crystal, and of gold 
again, shoot over the illuminated mist. It 
palpitates with life. The chilly gray has 
quite gone, like a body slipping from a soul. 
Still, as yet nothing is to be seen — nothing 
but the mystery of struggling day. It is 
the old miracle re-wrought. Darkness was 
upon the face of the waters. But God said : 
" Let there be light." As one watches, the 
deepening color heaves gently, like a wo- 
man's breast. Who but a woman could 
battle so with Fate to keep her veil about 
her? See how mute she stands, but 
haughty too, defended with a sweet defi- 
ance I And now how graciously, with what 
a glamour will she yield ! For the time has 
come ; the sun exists ; the morning is Im^- 
perioua* 
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And now a beautiful transparence strikes 
and stirs the veil which was fog, which was 
mist, which was light, which was color, 
which is no longer any of these, but a gar- 
ment of spun glass, for a queen to wear at 
her crowning. And, quivering behind it, 
the young world lifts her head. 

There is color now upon the sky ; upon 
the green, reluctant shore ; upon the drip- 
ping cliffs, that are ruddy and rich of hue. 
These show themselves in moods at first, 
uncertainly. Slender outlines of the tallest 
masts pierce through. Then the sails — 
gray, black, tan-color, and spotless white — 
define themselves, shading, as if hit with a 
huge blender, from dark to light. Over- 
head are lakes and pools of burning blue. 
The Harbor is alive with vessels. They 
turn their heads, and step out confidently 
into the still lingering mists. They appear 
aad disappear mysteriously as they go. 
The waves touch the feet of the cliffs with 
a gentle sound. The water will be clean 
and clear* The wind is low; the sun is 
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high; and now clouds flit, but the mist is 
gone. Only still from beyond the Great 
Bed light, that has watched all night, the 
fog-bell strikes the warning of the oflf-shore 
fog no harbored eye can see. 

'' It gives me a singular feeling always," 
said Mary, " to hear that bell tolling on a 
perfectly clear day." 

"It is not clear to the bell," replied Co- 
rona. " Safe people do not see dangers." 

" If you moralize, I shall take the noon 
train," said Effie. 

^' A silver morning is apt to make a gray 
day," pursued Corona, dreamily, from the 
hammock on the piazza. "Oh! tell me 
what is there like it ? I think it would be 
impossible to be wicked or restless or mis- 
erable or rebellious, on a gray day in Fair- 
harbor." 

Corona was right about the gray. Noth- 
ing could possess a calmer charm. The 
gray days are the mesmerists of sea and 
summer. The soft, gradual disappearance 
of the vivid sheets of blue above has a cer- 
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tain mystery, like the concealment of an- 
other ocean, '^ the waters that are above the 
waters" still remaining. The hot, direct 
power of the sun is slowly baffled. The oc- 
cupants of Paradise steal out at first well 
protected as from a fire which they do not 
find ; for, suddenly, as they stand clustered 
under their bright imibrellas and shade-hats, 
to dare the morning glare upon the white 
cliff, there is no sun to dare. Soft clouds, 
pearl and ash color, are running into each 
other's arms. The heavens are a tender 
shield above them. The feminine mood of 
the receptive and reflective water turns 
swiftly pale and neutral. The rocks take a 
deeper hue upon their steel and iron cheeks. 
Dark shadows creep along the fresh-cut and 
no longer brilliant grass. Shapes of shad- 
ows, too, pursue each other up and down 
the beach, left broad by the retreating tide. 
Sea and shore and sky are full of " middle 
tones." Only the unaccustomed eye could 
call this the negation of color. To the lover 
of the gray days, the repression and the pas* 
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sion and the power of tint and shade are 
intense. 

The three women dojQf their useless hats, 
and, with foreheads bare to the low, keen, 
eastern wind, wander away the morning 
long, over the beach, the hill, the Point, 
the rich and rugged shore, getting them- 
selves as much tanned as possible — "to 
keep up the values of the picture," Elf said. 
Even Matthew Launcelot approves the ab- 
sence of the August sun, and seems to ex- 
tend a dignified recognition of its courtesy 
to Heaven, though plainly feeling it no more 
than he deserves. He looks over Mary's 
shoulder with a critical air when she flings 
herself down in the great huckleberry pas- 
ture on the ridge, to read what Byron and 
Celia Thaxter, Wordsworth, Barry Cornwall, 
and Jean Ingelow will say about the sea. 
Matthew Launcelot was in some haste to ac- 
company the ladies this morning, for Puel- 
vir said the Raspberry Man was driving 
down the road. Matthew Launcelot proves 
himself peculiarly skilled in eating huckle- 
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berries off the bush. This exciting incidont 
delights the little company. Who would 
think of anything naore grave to-day? 
Wordsworth and Jean Ingelow may stay in 
the thicket, and be "intense" and "ear- 
nest " by themselves. 

The gray day does not live long. In its 
stead there begins to creep up into the 
huckleberry pasture, a soul and a sense un- 
known till now to the August shore. Elf 
cries that this is a new page in the Poem 
of Fairharbor, and she will never go homo 
till she has found out what it means. 

"It means the Indian Summer, by and 
by," said Corona, slowly. 

The wind has shifted a little. It trembles 
from the southeast to the south. There is 
still a dash of salt in the air ; but the air 
and the dash are gentle. The gray day has 
grown gold as Florida. Up here on the 
hill, it seems peculiarly, pungently sweet, 
and the Harbor, lying below, seems to be 
blossoming and odorous, like a foreign 
flower they have never seen before. A 
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breath of fog exhales from one knows not 
where — thin, warm, and shifting; scarce 
enough to jog the fog-bell gently now and 
then. 

" As if it were calling the sailors to din- 
ner," suggests Elf ; " but usually I think it 
is burying them all." 

The water as she speaks becomes bright 
— a blur of light. It is too bright to be 
watched. Down on the rocks, ladies in red 
jackets lie reading lazily beneath Japanese 
umbrellas. The wind strengthens. Even 
Celia Thaxter's pages will not keep their 
poise in Mary's hands ; for Mary will begin 
to read, and Elf will walk, and Corona will 
go with her. Even Matthew Launcelot 
partakes of an extra course of blueberries, 
for the day has struck a key to which the 
nerve must start and vibrate. 

The cattle browsing on the Point are cut 
clear against the sky. The beach is still 
bare and warm. Shoreward the water is a 
vivid green. At times the sky and sea have 
an indefinite, achromatic appearance^ nft\iJAfii\^ 
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blue nor gray nor white. A mullein at Co- 
rona's feet has died^ and stands brown, stiff, 
sere, and stark against the perspective of 
the Point. Flocks of swallows beat the air. 
They are flying southward. They settle on 
the roofs of Mr. Fisher's barn, on Mrs. Row- 
ings dead cornfield, on the rigging of the lit- 
tle yacht the summer people have anchored 
off the Cove. 

Far down, the " Gull's Wing " moves mus- 
ingly about her mooring, with the skiff at 
her side. The skiff looks Uke a baby. The 
dingy city, too, seen from this height, looks 
small and far and fair. The fishermen's 
homes have a certain radiance in the ideal- 
izing air. The Old Maid's Paradise seems 
to nestle confidingly against the summer 
sky. 

Corona, beneath her breath, says " There 
is time yet, time yet," as they clamber down 
the hill, and wade the yellow sand of the 
upper beach, and leap the stone walls that 
everybody, including the picturesque cattle, 
feels at liberty to tumble down and cross, 
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and so come slowly home, to find Puelvir's 
chowder as perfect as her temper, though 
the dinner-bell rang wildly toward the hill 
an hour since. 

Ah! then, how luxurious the colors of 
the shaded, silent house. Delicious to get 
out of hot beach-dresses and down into the 
surf before the chowder, and come to dinner 
with undried hair for which no one shall 
apologize, and, in the unbelted white wrap- 
per, or the cool and dainty dressing-sacque, 
wander about the free, delightful, manless 
house. 

"How perfect to be three women — to 
be four women by yourselves ! " cries Elf. 

The fog does not return with the after- 
noon ; but the golden weather lives. There 
is a moon to-night, after all. Elf can have 
her row. 

The " Guirs Wing " is drawn in, after the 
early tea, and comes leaping over the full 
tide, between the rocks, impatient to be 
gone. Matthew Launcelot is unanimously 
left at home. Puelvir comes down to help 
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them off. She stands^ gaunt and strong, 
against the sky, as the boat bounds out, 
obedient to her mighty push. The delicate 
women look small to her, as she looks down. 
She thinks how fine the sky, and that the 
dishes are not done. She thinks Miss Co- 
rona's beach-dress must be washed next 
week, and that the Harbor has a pretty look 
against the light-house reef. Perhaps she 
wonders what it would be like, if somebody 
else were to " do " the tea-things on pleasant 
nights. Perhaps her imagination takes a 
high flight, and in a dream of ecstasy she 
sees herself sailing, by moonlight too, in her 
best bonnet, with the Raspberry Man. 

The boat bounds out. 

Puelvir, when the dishes are done, sits 
faithfully, behind her maroon and indigo 
curtains, to watch it, lest it overset. Mat- 
thew Launcelot sits beside her. He, too, 
watches the boat. Now and then he runs 
his tongue out swiftly, and in again, in 
an embarrassed way, peculiar to Matthew 
Launcelot when suffering from disappointed 
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aspiration. He makes no other comment 
upon the fact that he and Puelvir were not 
wanted. 

" The sky," says Puelvir, presently, aloud, 
'^ looks like them old-fashioned Chiny pinks." 

Matthew turns his head, confidingly, far 
upon one side, to hear her. He is not sure 
whether he understands Puelvir. 

And still the boat bounds out powerfully ; 
for Elf does not row very long. When she 
has all but twice upset the " Guirs Wing," 
cracked a blade, lost a thole-pin, and trailed 
her overskirt pathetically through the shin- 
ing water, she relinquishes the oars to Co- 
rona's practiced grasp. The sun is going, 
and the Lights come out. Already the 
moon lies pale, with her chin upon the hill. 
But between her and the waiting Harbor 
still rest the flushes of the sky. 

" I never can talk when the sky is pink," 
observes Elf. And Mary, leaning languidly 
against the stern, clasps her hand behind 
her head, and quotes, beneath her breath : 
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** A rose-cloud dimly seen above, 

Floating through heaven's blue depths away; 
O sweet, fond dream of human love, 

For thee I may not pray." 

" Why, Mary ! " says Corona, softly. " I 
did not know anybody in the world but my- 
self said that, when the sky is this color/' 

" Why, I always have ! '* cries Elf, " ever 
since I was a little girl. I thought every- 
body did. I thought it was a general way 
of praying — like a litany." 

But now the rose has faded, and soft 
brown tints steal over the bay. Every ship 
has a shadow. Every shadow leans to the 
western shore. Dim forms of sailors on the 
dimmer rigging make unseen preparations 
for a night of safety and of sleep. Pleasure- 
boats glide by most quietly. A faint light 
(of which Mary notices that it is tinted like 
the tear-vessels of Cyprus, and will ask no- 
body's pardon, since Elf said that the sunset 
was like a Turner), a thin light begins to 
touch the mainmasts of the tail schooners 
and the forehead of the headland nearest to 



HALF-MAST. 143 

the unsheltered sea. It is the hour of the 
moon. 

Still Corona rows steadily, and the boat 
bounds out. She rows against the wind. 
They will come home easily. Nobody is 
afraid, though the Ime of schooners thins a 
little and the sailing-parties have all drifted 
in. They row in a path of flame and will 
follow the moimting moon. The shores 
look denser on either hand because of the 
glory in which they glide. Yet a wonderful 
distinctness touches certain details. The 
roof of the Old Maid's Paradise glitters 
sharply, and Elf declares she can see the 
last wild roses on the bowlder, and asks, as 
if in confirmation of her statement, what 
sight on earth so delicate as a wild rose seen 
beneath the moon ? And now they approach 
the Great Red Light. 

There is something so impressive in the 
vicinity of this Light, that they cannot talk 
about it Corona lifts her sparkling oars, 
and the three women drift for a while in si- 
lence at its solemn feet, between the haven 
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and the deep. Presently, in a sweet voice, 
to a low, monotonous air, Elf begins to sing : 

" Away ! away ! till the shore dies out, 

Till the waves and the stars are around us only ! 
On to the bounds of the outermost space, 

Where the shades of the Ancient Night sit lonely, 
Alone on the terrible waste with God I 

The broad waves stretch where the sight dies aching, 
And the stars swing like lamps in the Judgment Hall 

On the eve of the Day of the Last Awaking ! 

" We shall tread no more on the hills of earth, 

We shall look qo more upon earth-worn faces; 
Loves and hopes that were ours shall find 
Deeper than lead sinks, burial-places. 
We will ride like gods in the white moonlight, 

While the old sea heaves with a fierce endeavor 
To break the bonds that have made him ours. 
Oh ! the sea is ours, is ours forever! '' 

As the last, long, exultant notes die upon 
the shining air, Corona utters a swift excla- 
mation and pulls sharply on her larboard 
oar. 

A terrible shadow looms above them. An 
instant, and they had struck a huge old 
fishing schooner that is coming in. They 
look up at her timidly. The " Gull's Wing " 
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quivers in the ripple from her mighty sides. 
The color of the vessel is black. Hqr sails 
are dingy and old. She is heavily weather^ 
beaten. Her crew, seven or eight in num- 
ber, cluster on her deck. They are singu- 
larly silent. Corona thinks. As the prow 
steps solemnly by and glides away, the ves- 
sel's name shows distinctly, beneath the 
moon. 

Elf begins to sing again, lightly this time : 

*' A sailor's wife a sailor's star should be! " 

But Corona interrupts her, with an awe- 
struck cry : 

" Oh, girls ! Oh, hush ! Look there I '' 

She points upward, where in the shadow 
the flag hangs low above the perfectly silent 
crew. 

" Thejlag/* whispers Corona, " is at half" 
mast.'' 

But Elf and Mary do not understand. 

"They put it at half-mast when some- 
body is dead. They have come home from 
the Banks, and left one of the boys behind^ 
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See! How still they are! They will sail 
like that the length of the Harbor. And — 
people are watching — to see them come in. 
And — for a while nobody can tell which it 
is. Only that one is gone ! Oh ! girls, let 
us go home ! " 

They turn and drift toward home. The 
black vessel keeps still beyond them, carry- 
ing her speechless crew. Corona moors the 
"Gull's Wing," and the three women go 
into the blessed cottage, which sends no 
dear one down to the terrible sea in ships. 
They think : There, indeed, is Paradise, 
where death is not. 

Out in the moonlight the vessel keeps on 
her solemn way. Watchers on shore come 
to the rocks with glasses, to read her name, 
it is so light 

It is not till morning that the message 
comes from poor little Zero, who tries to 
play with Matthew Launcelot, but finds that 
is a thing which cannot be done when fa- 
thers die. 

Puelvir puts a white face through the re- 
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luctant door of the happy blue bedroom, 
and, hesitating and stammering with her 
usually- clear words, she says : — 

** Miss Corona, dear, the ^ Ella B. Rowin * 
come home last night at half-mast ; but she 
left the mate — at Georges — in the fog. 
Folks told her so sudden — they had ought 
to be — ought to be — sold — to the Rasp- 
berry Man ! She was helpin' Miss Jacobs, 
for she was overdrove on a frilled petticoat 
for a lady up to the hotel, and it was late. 
This man come in and told her: ^Your 
husband's drowned at Georges' —ju&t like 
that. She's been that bad all night she 
talks of you considerable, and the boy says 
his sister says : Won't you come over right 
away ? " 



X. 



ZEBO. 



'* I THINK," said Corona, one day, *' that 
it is time I practiced a little with my re- 
volver." 

Corona's family received this announce- 
ment with doubtful cordiality. Mary said 
she didn't know, and Puella's emotions 
were so much for her that she left the din- 
ing-room silently. Do we credit the ser- 
vant behind our chair with the amount of 
self-control required not to comment upon 
our conversation, reply to our rebuke, or 
retort upon our temper, injustice, or suspi- 
cion? Perhaps one third of the reticence 
and self-possession which we require of the 
kitchen would keep the parlor in good- 
nature for a generation. 

Puella^ a^ I say, made no remarks about 
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the pistol, and Corona proceeded to put her 
intent into execution. 

With some inward trepidation, but ex- 
treme outward calm, she brought down the 
revolver and examined it. It proved to be 
uncommonly rusty. Corona had a vague 
impression that rusty revolvers kicked. She 
accordingly withdrew her unused cartridges 
by a slow and laborious process peculiar, I 
think, to herself, consisting mainly of sharp 
dabs and sidelong applications of a darning- 
needle, much denting of her soft finger-tips, 
and much peering over the muzzle, to see 
how many balls were left to push out. 

Mary suggested that this method of un- 
loading was not unattended with danger, 
and proposed that they send for Zero. In 
vain Corona inquired of what use could Zero 
be. Zero was a man — at least, he would 
be, ten or a dozen years hence ; therefore, 
he must know about pistols. True, by the 
time Zero was obtained. Corona had her 
pistol neatly (if unscientifically) emptied, 
oiled, cleansed, and reloaded ; but Mary felt 
safer. 
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" There is one trouble," observed Corona, 
as Mary and Zero came up. " I don't seem 
to have any target down here. As soon as 
I take aim, somebody comes and sits on a 
rock just within range. I narrowly escaped 
murdering two children, three nurses, an 
old gentleman, and Mrs. Kowin's cat, since 
you went away. The cat was with the fish- 
ing party, and watching for the perch as 
they came off the hook. Then, whenever I 
do fire, Matthew Launcelot runs directly 
there, to see what it is. He thinks it is a 
spool, or something to be played with. It 
is very trying." 

'' You ken take me," said Zero. 

« Take you ! " 

Corona meditated on this proposal, uncer- 
tain whether it contained any latent irrev- 
erence. Zero stood regarding the pistol 
with the listless motion and uninquisitive 
gravity common to the shore boys, and in- 
creased by Zero's infirmity. 

" Yes," said Zero. " Take me for a tar- 
get. I '11 resk it." 
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^^You may go into the house/* said Co- 
rona, severely, " with Miss Mary. I do not 
wish anj^body around while I practice." 

Zero obeyed, still without a smile. Mary 
obeyed with alacrity. She and Zero shut 
the front door. 

" Is Puelvir in ? " called Corona. 

Yes, Puella was in, quaking. 

^* Call in Matthew Launcelot," cried Co- 
rona. " Lock in Matthew Launcelot. I 'm 
going to shoot at the house. I wish you 'd 
all go into the kitchen and shut every door. 
I shall aim," added Corona, with dignity, 
" at the lowest step, from a spot seven feet 
down the cliff. I cannot hit you. Don't be 
afraid. The steps themselves are at least 
eight feet high. I wish you 'd tie Matthew 
Launcelot." 

Corona's directions were fully obeyed. 
Mary, Puella, Zero, and the dog gathered 
in the kitchen, with closed doors and anx- 
ious faces. Corona took her pistol with a 
sprightly air, and stationed herself seven 
feet below the steps, at whose least and Iqvt- 
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est knot-hole she took her faltering aim. 
As she crouches there in the keen salt air 
and direct September sun, prone upon the 
genial rock, she feels a long warm wave 
creep and wash over her feet, and the cling- 
ing flannel dress, so used to the waves now 
that, like sea-weeds or sea-pebbles, it never 
looks so well as when under water. For 
Corona no more thinks of changing her wet 
clothes at Fairharbor than would Zero or 
the lobsters. An indescribable touch of 
freedom overtakes her with the sense of the 
Waves. She is exhilarated with the rude, 
crude life that she has chosen; combining 
(like the model boarding-house) all the lux- 
uries of liberty with all the " comforts of a 
home." She is intoxicated with the nature 
of an existence in which to lie in the sun on 
a rock and shoot a pistol badly shall be the 
excitement of an hour and the event of a 
day. Indeed, she thinks so much about it 
that she quite forgets to shoot ; and Mary 
puts her head out of the kitchen window, 
cautiously, to remind her that it is rather 
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warm — three people, a dog, a cook-stove, 
and ironing-day — in a 9x8 kitchen; and 
has she shot herself? Or does she want 
the darning-needle, to reload with ? 

Thus recalled to duty, Corona on the 
rock pulls her reluctant trigger and aims at 
Paradise. There is smoke — explosion — 
then that most awful of human sounds^ a 
cry following a shot. 

Paradise seems to shudder and rock to its 
A No. 1 cedar posts. With that hideous 
momentary sense of goneness for which no 
security ever atones in this world of evil 
chances. Corona plunges over the cliff, and 
up the steps, and in. 

'' Is it Mary ? Puelvir ? Is it — Oh I 
Who?'' 

In the kitchen confusion reigns. It is 
Matthew Launcelot. It is Matthew Launce- 
lot, tied to the ironing-table. It is Mat- 
thew Launcelot, uttering howls than which 
Cerberus could no worse, and spinning 
around the table-leg against an uncertain 
background of falling flat-irons and clean 
starched clothes. 
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" Oh ! have I killed him ? " 

" Killed him ! " cries Puella. " No such 
luck. He heard them shots, and thought it 
was the Raspberry Man. That's all. He 
upset all your night-gownds and Miss 
Mary's flounced petticoats, and then sot on 
a hot flat-iron, and stood and yelled. Killed 
him ! No. I wish you had.'^ 

And silence reigns in that kitchen for a 
limited space of time. Zero, however, re- 
lieves the general awkwardness by propos- 
ing that they go and find how near Miss 
Corona hit her target. So he and the two 
ladies go out again into the sunny air, from 
which the murderous smoke is faintly set- 
tling away. 

" Think of killing a man — a live man ! " 
observes Mary. 

But Corona cannot answer this original 
remark. Into her wild mood of a moment 
since, the dull human sense of limitation has 
pressed and come, insisting. One is not 
free, then, it seems, to fire at one's own 
hou8e in this crowded world. And does not 
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an emotion of pain outweigh a lifetime of 
pleasure ? 

But the ball, meanwhile, is nowhere to 
be found. Zero searches very conscien- 
tiously. He does not smile. Past the knot 
on the lowest step; past the step; up an- 
other; up the flight; over the threshold, 
fifteen feet above the level of the aim, a 
small, swift, cruel black mark lurks behind 
the front door. Zero goes in and picks up 
the ball from under the parlor stove. He 
says : — 

" Here it is. Miss Corona. I said I 'd resk 
it." 

After this observation. Corona cleans her 
pistol in silence; Puella "does over" the 
spoiled petticoats ; Matthew Launcelot is 
untied, to go fishing with the cat; Mary 
wanders with a novel, which she will not 
read; Zero plugs up the bullet-hole with 
putty ; the morning warms, and the waves 
lean low, and a gentle apathy settles upon 
Paradise. 

Perhaps it is owing (so unconscious are 
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we of our subtlest emotions) to her prevail- 
ing sense of humiliation, that Corona under- 
takes to-day to "improve" the boy Zero. 
She calls him to the red rock presently, 
where she and Mary are tired discussing 
whether Deronda should have married 
Gwendolen. Mary has brought the conver- 
sation to an abrupt termination by the 
unprecedented suggestion that Gwendolen 
wouldn't have had him. She reverenced 
him too much to risk losing her ideal in a 
fact, her priest in her husband. 

Zero comes, in answer to the lady's calL 
He stands upon the red rock; he wears 
brown overalls and a green-check cotton 
waist or blouse sewed into a belt — the mas- 
culine uniform of Fairharbor ; he calls it a 
"jumper." He is filliping gray and golden 
snail-shells into the water, previously re- 
moving the snail. Mary turns her back 
upon this entertaining occupation ; but Co- 
rona is used to it. 

"Zero," begins Corona, "do you really 
believe in the sea-serpent? " 
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" 'D be a fool 'f I did n't/' replies Zero, 
succinctly. " Grandfather see him." 

'' Oh ! Your grandfather ? " 

" Yes. He was the first to see him. He 
discovered him jest off your rock. He was 
a boy, not so old as me, 'n him and another 
boy was lookin' for driftwood ; and says 
Grandfather : ^ There 's a spar ! ' So they 
went and pitched right into the old chap, 
lickety-cut, like he'd ben a spar, to spear 
him in. I don't suppose he liked it much. 
He wriggled and cleared. He stayed in the 
Harbor a good spell. Folks tried to shoot 
him. They could n't hit him," added Zero, 
slowly; but, seeming to feel that he was 
trenching upon delicate ground, hastened to 
continue : ^^ He was seventy feet long, with 
a head like a boss's. There was thirty de- 
po-si-tions," said Zero, pausing over the un- 
accustomed syllables, "to the sea-serpent. 
It 's down in a book. It 's down in the hisf 
tory of Fairharbor. Mother 's got the book. 
I '11 lend it to you. Father used to read it 
a sight. Mother's going Dowu East ti5k 
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stay a spell j she *s so beat out since father 
died." 

" She must write to me while she *s gone," 
suggests Corona, gently. " I hope you are 
a great comfort to your mother, Zero." 

" Ma'am ? " 

" I hope you are a comfort to your poor 
mother.'* 

" I have a sight of errants to run for the 
boarders," replies Zero, reflectively. 

" What are you going to be ? " continues 
Corona, with a brisk, inspiring air. 

" Ma'am ? " 

" Be ! What will you he, Zero ? " 

" Dunno." 

" Have you never thought ? Have you 
no plans. Zero ? " 

^^ Guess I shall jest stay round," says 
Zero, looking puzzled. "The other fellers 
do." 

"I hope you were not one of the ^fel- 
lers ' who hooted and howled so at Matthew 
Launcelot, the other day, when I took him 
to the post-oflBice," observes Mary, rather 
primly. " They were not ^o\\\fc** 
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"The boys of the sea-ahore have been 
celebrated for their lack of repose in man- 
ner ever since the days of Homer/' replies 
Corona. "You'll find them hooting and 
howling just so in the Iliad — or the Odyssey 
— it doesn't matter. Tom told me. Come, 
Zero, tell us. Don't you feel any ambi- 
tion to learn a trade or — anything ? It is 
a wretched life the boys live in Fairharbor, 
learning principally how to get drunk or 
drowned ! " adds Corona, with some excite- 
ment. 

She looks at Zero's incurious, quiet face, 
with the home-clinging in the eyes that 
she has learned to read so well — a fatal 
look. It would never let him go where he 
could not get back to Fairharbor at night, 
if he could help it. She feels sorry for the 
little fellow ; the more so when he replies, 
with a certain dull dignity : — 

" I never got drunk." 

" I know some boarder boys call us dock- 
rats," adds Zero, after a pause. 

" That is impolite, too j that is very imr 
polite." 
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'^ So I told 'em. It did n't make any odds. 
They '11 go away pretty soon. / went away 

last week. I went to Dove's Cote. I was 

glad to get back. I guess if I should go to 

Boston I should be homesick. I 'm used to 

— fishes," adds Zero, thoughtfully. 

" Do you go to school, Zero ? " asks Mary. 

" Winters." 

'' To church ? " 

" Baptis'. We 're mostly Baptises here." 

" If I lend you some books, Zero, to read 
this winter, should you like them ? " 

" Guess I shall go haddockin' this winter. 
Somebody 's got to, now father can't." 

" You're a little fellow to go haddocking 
in the winter." 

'' I 'm eleven. I know a chap went when 
he was eight. He got drownded" 

" Now, if anybody helped you, would you 
rather not be anything but a fisherman ? " 

^^My father was a fisherman," replies 
Zero, with that same duU dignity. 

" So was St. John," suggests Corona, in a 
low voice. 
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^^ Besides/* adds Zero, returning obsti- 
nately to his first proposition, " I 'm used to 
fishes." 

'^ Will you write to Mother when she 's 
Down East, as you said ? " asks Zero, pres- 
ently, looking over his shoulder to snap the 
last orange snail into the rising tide. " She *s 
so beat out. She can't lift the dishwater. 
I have to heave it away for her myself. I 
guess she '11 write to you, if you want her 
to. I 'm afraid she may be homesick. She 
ain't used to Down East." 

Corona watches the boy silently as he 
lounges away. He seems to her as truly a 
sea creature as the snail he has left floating 
on the tide at her feetj a soul grown into a 
shell. 

And Mary, leaning over to look into a 

little pool in the rock where a star-fish has 

got trapped, and lies palpitating and purple 

beneath a bit of broad green weed, with a 

barnacle or two and a bead of brown kelp, 

wonders idly if Deronda would have set 

Gwendolen to anything of this sort when 

n 
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he talked to her about " the religious life." 
To Deronda, religion meant Jews. Mary 
remembers that to somebody it must mean 
boys. 

But Mrs. Rowin, going Down East, writes 
to Corona, as die ha^ promised. She says 
Zero is a good boy, and she never heard 
him swear. She says she sends him to the 
Sunday-school. She says they are so poor 
he must go haddocking this winter. She 
speaks of his father and of their affliction. 
She spells " Husband," poor soul ! with a 
capital, and " god " with a little g. 



XL 



THE SERPENT. 



There was never an Eden without him. 
And he had come. I wish it distinctly un- 
derstood that I do not mean the sea-serpent. 
Nobody could be missed with more hearti- 
ness and less reserve than El£ ; yet since 
she had gone, and Mary and Corona had 
resumed their placid tete-d-Ute in Paradise, 
they were very happy. At least, Corona 
thought they were. 

One soft September morning she came 
home from the post-office, and found a 
brown young man in her gray parlor. He 
was very brown, having been, as Mary has- 
tened to explain, yachting on the Maine 
coast all summer, and now, on his return 
home to Brooklyn, thought he would stop 
over a train or so at Fairharbor. 1*» ^^^ 
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curred to Corona that Fairharbor was not 
immediately upon the route between Maine 
and Brooklyn ; but she made no remarks to 
this effect. Mary wore her white flannel 
sea-dress, and a sensitive flush upon either 
cheek. She begged Corona to stay and 
hear Mr. Sinuous's account of the chowder 
he got at Mt. Desert. 

^^Yes," said Mr. Sinuous. "We call it 
cod-tea down there." 

Corona, having treated the subject of 
chowder in every form which presented 
itself to her imagination, until aware that 
she was exhausting it by an air-pump of 
double pressure, left Mary and the Serpent 
together, and wandered thoughtfully out 
upon the rocks. 

Puelvir saw her, and put her head 
through the kitchen window. 

"Goin* to keep him for dinner, Miss 
Corona ? " 

" Yes, Puelvir/* 

*^We hain't got nothin' but hash and 
tomaytoeQ^' 
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" Never mind, Puelvir." 

" I s'pose I could stir up a puddin*, if it 
was n't ironin'." 

" Very well, Puelvir/^ 

Puelvir hesitated before resuming : — 

" Brother of her'n ? " 

"Oh! no." 

« Any relation ? " 

" I believe not, Puelvir." 

" Hm — m. M — ^m — m/' said Puelvir. 

"I think," said Corona, severely, "you 
had better make the pudding, Puelvir." 

" I '11 leave something out, if you say so," 
replied Puelvir. " I '11 leave out something 
and spoil it, so he won't want to come 
again." 

The Serpent stayed to dinner. Despite 
Puelvir's noble intentions as to her pudding, 
he stayed to tea. He expressed himself so 
much pleased with Pairharbor (and the 
pudding) that he thought he should spend 
a few days at the hotel. Corona, with the 
soul of sweetness in her smile and the ashes 
of bitterness in her heart, replied that aha 
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hoped he would. But Mary did not reply 
at all. 

Mr. Suiuous came to tea also the follow- 
ing day, having arranged to take the ladies 
sailing. Puelvir put on turned preserves, 
and let her biscuit fall. But Mr. Sinuous, 
nothing daunted, came to breakfast next 
morning. It was a disappointment to Puel- 
vir that the pop-overs were light as silver 
clouds. 

Only one lady went sailing that day. 
The other sat at home alone. 

It was that evening and quite late, when, 
having bidden the brown young man good- 
night upon the piazza, in the dim haK-light 
that fell out from the little silent house, 
Mary came to Corona's room, and began at 
once : — 

"I have exiled you, dear — driven up 
here alone. It is too bad. Come down. 
I want to talk with you. I think — I believe 
I must go home next week. You know I 
meant to go week after. It won't make 
much difference — such a little while.'* 
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She put out her hand like a child who 
deprecates a scolding. Corona took it in 
silence, and in silence the two groped down 
the steep, dark cottage stairs. 

A shimmer of many colors filled the par- 
lor and dining-room, falling from the Jap- 
anese shades and tinted candles with which 
Corona loved to make her evening gay. 
Mary, in her white dress, stood among these 
broken lights, resplendent. Her cheeks were 
burning ; but her eyes were soft and clear. 

" Mother will be expecting ine," she be- 
gan, hesitating. " And — it 's a long journey 
to Brooklyn — to take alone. Mr. Sinuous 
has got to go next week. He thought it 
would be pleasanter for me to have com- 
pany. I " — 

Mary stopped ; but Corona said : — 

"I have only one thing to say, MoUie. 
You might have told me before, I think." 

" But, Corona, I had n't anything to tell 
— till now," cried Mary, lifting her head. 

" We were pretty old friends," returned 
Corona, slowly. 
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" If there 's anything I hate," continued 
Mary, "it is women who talk about such 
things beforehand." 

"Kiss me, Mary," said Corona. "You 
are right." 

" If you 'd asked me last week," proceed- 
ed Mary, " I should have told you I never 
meant to be married. Never. Why, Co, I 
thought he was flirting with Net Sibley, 
down at Mt. Desert, this summer long. I 
did, indeed ! " 

Those last few flushed September days 
passed swiftly. Corona, indeed, was not 
sorry when they were over. She had lost 
Mary. It was as well to lose the Serpent 
too. 

Yet she felt a certain proud pleasure in it 
all, as she sat alone so many hours, turned 
out of her parlor, her piazza, off from her 
bowlder and her shadow on the afternoon 
side of the house. She was glad to have 
happier eyes than hers watch the clovers 
grow under the cottage. And the clovers 
were brown now, too. She was glad to have 
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lovers in her house — once, at least, and this 
first summer. It seemed to her just the 
baptism that her home had lacked. It was 
no longer a pale and solitary thing. It 
was henceforth linked to all humanity. It 
had experience and memories. 

She said ^^ God bless you ! " when Mary 
went away ; but nothing more. She could 
not talk. And Mary went from Corona's 
Eden to her own, leaning on the Serpent's 
arm. 

Matthew Launcelot, who had cordially 
disapproved of the Serpent from the outset, 
and had made no secret of his prejudice, 
stationed himself upon the big bowlder, and 
howled savagely at the omnibus till it was 
out of sight, when, in the violence of his 
emotions at having nothing left to bark 
at, he tumbled off the rock, and sprained 
his ankle ; which Puelvir bound up, with the 
ambiguous remark that she wished it had 
been his^n. Would n't she have bandaged 
it in red pepper or something scalt ! 

It was not long after Mary's departure 
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that Corona had a very restless night. Pos- 
sibly it was owing to the sense of renewed 
solitude, which sat like an uninvited guest 
within her silent rooms ; but Paradise 
seemed to her strained ears to be beset by 
strange, uncanny sounds. She bade Puelvir 
double lock the doors, and herself bolted 
the parlor windows four several times 
apiece. She kept a light burning on the 
stairs, and noticed where the carving-knife 
was left, and brought up the dinner-bell 
where it would be available, and cocked 
her Smith & Wesson, which lay upon the 
blue table by the blue bed. She slept with 
difficulty, waking often. 

A great many things happened to disturb 
her. First cats. Then the tide. After 
that, the wind. Cats again. The fog-horn ; 
breakers ; a party at the hotel. More cats. 
Then a mouse (the first one) got into the 
new house, and nibbled somewhere very 
neatly. Then there was a creak in the 
blinds ; a squeak in the window ; horses in 
a bam ; people on the beach ; semi-distant 
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dogs; mosquitoes; and another cat. A 
while after this came a variety. Something 
breathed beneath her window. 

Corona spent some time over this form of 
midnight amusement, leaning anxious and 
idiotic over the sill, uncertain whether to 
ring the pistol, sharpen the dinner-bell, or 
fire the carving-kmfe, and naively taking 
comfort in the fact that Matthew Launcelot 
slept like the useful dead, and was not at all 
disturbed by the emergency. When, at 
last, she had discovered that the house was 
surrounded by those picturesque cattle from 
the hill pasture ; and when she and Puelvir 
had set forth, attired in a wrapper and a 
lantern, and waded rheumatically about in 
their rubber boots through the long, dew- 
laden grass, to drive the intruders off ; when 
the horses had baulked at them, and the 
cows had hooked at them, and the whole 
"effect" becoming obstinate. Corona had, 
at length, driven the entire drove at the 
point of her carving-knife into the corn- 
field, and left them there ; when the twcs 
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women, feeling cold, and lame, and silly, 
and sleepless, and of none too sweet a tem- 
per, had really fallen into the heavy rest 
which overtakes a disturbed, escaping night 
— it was then that there sharply fell upon 
their dreaming ears, unmistakable and un- 
merciful, the low accents of a human voice, 

Corona grasped her pistol with curdling 
blood. Puelvir ran in. Matthew Launcelot 
awaked with an evident consciousness of 
having been the first to warn the household, 
and, with an extreme air of masculine 
superiority, howled thunderously between 
the two women and the windows. Every 
hair on Matthew's tiny head and shoulders 
seemed to say : " Don't fear, my dears. / 
am here." 

" It is very singular," said Corona ; " but 
the sound does n't stop. Listen, Puelvir I 
The more the dog yaps, the more noise the 
man makes. It must be some lunatic, I fear, 
Puelvir, or a drunken sailor. Hark I He 
makes the worse noise of the two." 
^^WeYi, I don't know about thaty'' said 
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Puelvir, with some show of feehng, which 
struck her mistress at the moment as more 
or less misplaced. 

"I'm going to shoot/' said Corona, 
trembling very much. She placed her 
shining Smith & Wesson, with a shudder, on 
the sill. Matthew Launcelot put his cold, 
inquiring nose upon the trigger ; then, not 
being satisfied, smelt of the muzzle with a 
scientific manner. Puelvir drew in her 
mistress' hand, with a sharp exclamation : 

" You '11 kill the dog ! Not to say nothin' 
of him! Put up that pistol. Miss Corona, 
do, and get to bed. Two women-folks here 
in their night-gownds ! Whatever will he 
think of us ! " 

" Think of us ! He ! " cried Corona, 
in dismay. " Puelvir, I insist upon an ex- 
planation, K you 're in league with a band 
of burglars to murder me, I request that 
you say so at once, Puelvir. The dinner- 
bell is left I can rouse the neighbors, 
lean" — 

" Oh 1 there," interrupted Puelvir, " don't. 
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I 'm sorry you 're so scart ; but I guess it *s 
only a serenade. I would n't shoot, if I was 
you. Hush ! Don't you hear ? He 's singin' 
^ In the Sweet.' It 's a nice thing for a ser- 
enade, I think. Don't you ? ^ In the Sweet.' " 

In truth, as Puelvir spoke, the mournful 
melody of the " Sweet By and By," sung by 
a more or less accidentally bass voice, lacer- 
ated the midnight air. 

" I know no one," replied Corona, severely, 
and still unrelieved. " 176 one would sing 
the * Sweet By and By ' to serenade me." 

"Land, ma'am," said Puelvir, "I didn't 
say it was yow." 

For one swift moment there in the dark, 
the blushes of a not imbeautiful pride com- 
mon to her sex under certain circumstances 
mantled Puelvir's gaunt cheek. Puelvir 
was a woman. She felt just then that she 
was superior to her mistress, who had no 
serenades. 

" I think," added Puelvir, more meekly, 
" it must be the Raspberry Man. He said 
he should; but I didn't expect him to- 
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night. He said I 'd know him by ^ In the 
Sweet/ I *11 get some close on, and go an' 
tell him he is botherin' us. You jest go to 
bed. /7Z manage him." 

" I would n't hurt his feelings," said Co- 
rona, more gently too, but with a nameless 
terror at her heart. 

" His f eelin's ! " replied Puelvir, scorn- 
fully, as she went out of the room, followed 
expressively by Matthew Launcelot, breath- 
ing vengeance. 

All that passed between Puelvir and her 
serenader is not known to the compiler of 
this record. But certain it is that, after a 
brief consultation (very much assisted in 
intensity by Matthew Launcelot) between 
the back doorstep and the maroon-and- 
indigo curtains, the sounds of "In the 
Sweet " died away, and the departing foot- 
steps of the Raspberry Man left Paradise to 
silence, to safety, and to sleep. 

But Corona lay long with her wakeful 
eyes fixed upon the headlights of the 
anchored ships, and on the stars above the 
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Bay. It seemed to her that the stars were 
falling, and that the lights were dim. Among 
the more harrowing afflictions of this un- 
certain life, where shall we find one striking 
deeper roots into the soul than the prospect, 
especially ^q first prospect of having your 
cook get married ? 

" It is of no use," thought Corona, with a 
bitterness which only a novice both at life 
and at householding can remember how to 
understand. " I agree with the great man 
who, dying, said that life was all a mistake, 
and never worth the candle. The world is 
not made for solitary people. It is of no 
use to be an old maid, unless other persons 
will be old maids too. There ought to be 
a law made forbidding a woman to marry 
after she is thirty-five." 

But in the morning, when she came down, 
looking rather pale, Puelvir watched her 
scrutinizingly, and said : " Beef -tea ? " 

" Thank you, Puelvir. I 'm not sick." 

" A mite of cocoa, or cream to your oat- 
meal ? Or would you rather I *d scrambled 
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the eggs ? You looked peaked. Mebbe a 
little raspberry vin " — 

But the word raspberry had such over- 
whelming associations for both mistress and 
maid that Puelvir stopped. 

" I hope," began Corona, " that you will 
be happy, Puelvir, if you ever should find 
it necessary to leave me ; but "— 

"Land!" said Puelvir. "Is that it? 
Land I " 

Puelvir was silent for some moments. 
Her emotions seemed too intense to permit 
of calm or connected speech. After a time 
she came round in front of her mistress, 
standing with the water-pitcher abstractedly 
held at arm's length, and performing as she 
spoke a series of gymnastic exercises with 
it, as if it were dumb-bells, and said, with 
great vigor : — 

" I should wish to tell you. Miss Corona, 
I ain't a deef-and-dumb gone fool yit. No 
knowin' what I '11 come to 'fore I 'm under 
ground. Nobody knows. It is with men- 
folks and women-folks as it is with ny^^^"^ 

12 
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or the mumps. Nobody knows when 
they '11 catch it. It ain't safe for nobody to 
say nothin' about an afiliction that the Lord 
as made us sees fit, in his mysterious provi- 
dence, to send upon us when least we looks 
for it. May his will be done ! " 

Too free a use of the instinct of gesture 
set the contents of the water-pitcher into 
active ebuUition over Corona's fresh morn- 
ing-dress; but Puelvir was too much in 
earnest and her mistress too much relieved 
to notice the little dabs and splashes^ cas- 
cades and rills that emphasized Puelvir's 
punctuation. What was a spoiled cambric 
against a Paradise Preserved ? 

" So far 's Ae 's in count," continued Puel* 
vir, ^^ I settled him last night." 

" Last night ! " cried Corona, touched, 
despite herself, by the inhumanity of this 
unexpected proceeding. " When he had 
come — so far — to serenade you, Puelvir ? " 

" Land ! yes," proceeded Puelvir. ^^ I set 
behind the curtain, the indigo one, and he 
did n't see me j though I did have my 
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blanket shawl on over my night-gownd, if 
he had. So 's it was proper enough, for the 
matter of that. You need n't worry. I 
don't see 's the serenade made the odds. 
If he 'd only sang ^ In the Sweet/ and gone 
off pacified, I should have thought more on 
him. I*m partial to music, especially by 
the water. But seein' he had to up and 
perpose — under them circumstances — I 
told him I'd signed a contract to do for 
you for ten years." 

" PueZvir ! " 

" Well, I did. I don't call that anything 
out the way. A woman has to make up 
something to pacify a man. They 'd never 
swaller the truth. Land ! Did you ever 
see a man that would believe it if a woman 
told him it was him she did n't want ? Be- 
sides, I knew he would n't think of offerin' 
to wait ten years. I thought I'd put it 
high. He 's a widderer, with seven chil- 
dren, mostly small. I knew he couldn't 
wait, so I said you would n't let me off.'' 

"I said I was sorry," added Puelvir^ixj^^ 



180 AN OLD MAliyS PARADISE. 

polite tone, with a generous flourish of the 
pitcher, that sent the water gurgling unre- 
proved down Corona's happy neck. " And I 
advised him to go hunt up a girl I 'd heard 
of down to the Point, that 's partial to wid- 
derers — been promised to two already. 
He said he*d think of it. But he said," 
continued Puelvir, " his feelings would com- 
pel him not to do business this way at 
present, and the butcher hain't only onions. 
It '11 make it bad about berries for a spell." 



XIL 



THE FLAMING SWORD, 



September lingers fondly about the Old 
Maid's Paradise. Watching its departure 
is like watching the parting between friends 
whose feeling for one another partakes 
somewhat of the nature of love, while yet 
retaining the finer essence and calmer poise 
of friendship. September lingers; but he 
must be gone. So, too, must the chance 
guests whom the dwellers by the sea re- 
ceive and lose in these thoughtful days. 
Outside in the wide world, fall sewing and 
October coupons beckon alike imperiously. 
There are children brown from the beaches, 
to be turned white in school. There are 
flirtations broken off at Conway, to be re- 
newed in Boston. And if one belongs to a 
Club for the Comparison of Coptic and 
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Arizonian Metres^ it is time to hasten home 
and prepare the essay for the opening ses- 
sion. Or if one is president of the Society 
for the Encouragement of Beggars, one 
must draw up the schedule for the winter's 
work. The world, in fact, is busy. It can 
row and sail, it can climb and stroll, it can 
sleep and sing, it can swim and rest, it can 
drift and dream no more. 

But down here at Fairharbor there is no 
world to molest or to make afraid. Sum- 
mer tarries, and the low east wind, like a 
mature and charming woman, is both sweet 
and strong. The water is clear, wind- 
swept, and wonderful. The tide beats full 
and high, like the pulse of that apparently 
abounding health that sometimes precedes 
a sudden onset of disease. But disease, 
death, decay — what mean they ? One 
thinks of the words now with an idle 
skepticism. We will bask and bathe in the 
sun upon the warm red rocks, while straight 
the ozone beats into our faces from the 
almighty sea. 
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And now Corona closely treasures every 
expression that jQiits across the forehead of 
the Harbor and the engirdling shore. Yes- 
terday the wave was brown, purple to-day ; 
gray now, and gold within an hour. This 
morning the leaves of the nasturtium on the 
piazza curled and dropped. Monday the 
field was green and kindly yet. To-day 
the last wild rose burns on the bowlder, 
and Puelvir brings it from the thicket 
where it hid. It is a tiny blossom, deepen- 
ing in color, feverish with its late life, and 
delicate as a distant rose-red star. 

One day — it seems not an hour after — 
Corona wakes and looks abroad, and says : 

^* Oh ! the golden-rod has come." 

" Be'n here weeks," says Puelvir. 

But Corona repeats, dreamily, — 

" The golden-rod is here ! " 

And she has never seen it; never with 
the soul's eyes. Now and then, it may be, 
strolling up from the surf, or straying to 
find yellow snail-shells in the hot noon till 
the bathing-dress is dry, she haa bee\i. 
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aware of a color like spilled gold coin in 
the clefts and crevices of the rocks, and 
idly said : ^^ Oh ! golden-rod." But never 
till this moment : " The golden-rod is here.^^ 

" For Kilmeny had been she knew not where, 
And Kilmeny had seen what she could not declare." 

Now, as she looks across the ripened land, 
an unseen hand has struck and changed 
its complexion. It is like looking at the 
same scene through glass of differing tints. 
Now, indeed, the wild briar and the rose 
blush have vanished ; the little asters hide, 
pale and purple, in shy places ; but the au- 
tumn dandelions stand in confident groups, 
and the golden-rod is an army, plumed and 
proud. The shore glitters beneath the 
flowers, and the sea beneath the sun. 

Corona steps out slowly, and breaks a 
spray of the sad, significant thing. It has 
a swift curve and a dazzling glare. She 
holds it for an instant with fingers that 
tremble a little, flings it down, and turns 
away. She has seen the Sword of Flame. 
After Paradise comes exile. 
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^' Don't you think," says Puelvir, coming 
out and picking up the golden-rod, "I'd 
better have Zero boosted up into that loft, 
to clear it out, before long ? If you should 
get lonesome and want to go sudden, the 
house had oughter be left slick. He 's light. 
He '11 boost easy." 

And now, when Corona comes in dreamy 
and flushed from the beach or the bay, the 
rock, or the town, or returns from a look at 
Father Morrison, or Jane Thurston, or poor 
little Mrs. Rowin, every vein pulsing with 
kinship to the sea people and every nerve 
tenacious with tenderness for the sea, she 
finds Paradise in strange distortion. Usually 
Zero, extinguished as to the head and 
shoulders and very sprawly as to the legs 
and feet, hangs mysteriously from the loft 
(which grows out of Puelvir's ceiUng), 
mainly engaged, it seems, in throwing 
things upon the floor, for Puelvir to pick 
up and put back again. Failing this, he is 
found, to Matthew Launcelot's vociferous 
disapproval, chopping codfish in the wood- 



186 AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE. 

shed with a borrowed hatchet. Zero has a 
passion for this last occupation ; in fact, it 
is one which he has originated, and which 
he considers especially helpful to the polit- 
ical economy of Miss Corona's household. 
He says, if she don't stay much longer, it 
would be a pity to buy a fresh salt-fish ; and 
this one won't be so hard after it is soaked. 
While he speaks, Puelvir comes up and 
says she hasn't got anything for dessert. 
It seems a pity to be doing up a lot of 
apple-sass now. 

These intimations try Corona severely; 
the more as she has never yet expressed the 
most remote intention of leaving Paradise. 
Then, too, such scenes have a painful flavor 
of house-cleaning about them ; and Corona 
has always declared, and is still ready to 
die for her faith, that if ever she had a 
house it should never be cleaned. She re- 
treats from Zero and Puelvir, betakes her- 
self and her displeasure to the " Gull's 
Wing/* and rows hard for two long, glitter- 
ing^ ecstatic hours. The tide is coming in. 
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The Harbor is full. It seems to overflow 
with life, with vigor, and with the secret of 
existence, which it knows not how to keep. 
She puts up her oars and drifts in the 
shadow of the gray old town. She notes 
the familiar outline of each sea -beaten 
home, the pulse of every throbbing wave. 
"Every drop of water, every grain of 
sand " in the old place grows dear. Her 
heart, heavy with parting, cries out to 
Fairharbor : — 

" I love thy rocks and rills ! " 

One day she proposes to Puelvir that they 
never leave at all; put clapboards and a 
furnace into Paradise, or, at least, a good 
base-burner and fifty-cent carpets, and stay 
all winter ; adding, sadly, — 

"I suppose you wouldn't be happy, 
Puelvir ? " 

But Puelvir says, with a loyal sniff, — 

" An' what have I ever done, Miss Co- 
rona, that you should think I would n't stay 
by ye?'' 

On the strength of this devotion, CorQiia. 
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writes to Mr. Timbers to inquire the cost 
of clapboards ; but does not commit herself 
irrevocably as yet to a winter in Fairharbor. 
And the golden days glide on, and their 
evenings and their mornings pale. Now at 
dawn the open sea takes on a colder coun- 
tenance. Now at the early sunset colors of 
steel and iron and of ice creep in. The 
winds are busy, and the peach-basket tum- 
bles over with its load of wood beside the 
little grate in the little gray parlor every 
day. The " Gull's Wing '* tosses feverishly 
at her moorings. It grows too wild to row. 
The summer people melt from the board- 
ing-houses like a late March snow, and the 
rocks are bare. The beach, too, is silent. 
Scarlet coats of little children tossing up 
white sand have vanished. The invalid 
lady lies no more upon the cliff, beneath the 
glowing shadow of her purple silk umbrella; 
and the Japanese parasol disappeared some 
time ago. The gossip has gone from the 
bowlder, where she used to sit and regale 
her companions (and Corona) with the full 
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particulars of her last quarrel with the 
landlady, who gave them no ice-cream on 
Sunday noons. On moonlit nights the 
young folks no longer pace the beach by 
twos. Even Zero goes to school. 

One day Puelvir says that the ice-man 
thinks they '11 freeze stiddy enough without 
him now ; and that the fish-man can't come 
no longer for one customer. In vain Corona 
suggests that one customer can starve as 
hard as twenty. The fish-man shakes his 
head, and is going into the coal and peat 
business next week. Would be happy to 
accommodate her. In vain Corona urgently 
inquires what other people do down here 
for fresh fish in winter. The fish-man tells 
her, after some thought (he is evidently sur- 
prised by the question), that he doesn't 
know; he guesses they eat it salt. And 
Corona replies, with dignity, that the lob- 
ster-man is left. 

Daily it grows quiet in Fairharbor. It 
grows very quiet in Fairharbor. Corona 
and Puelvir live on lobsters and the scenery. 
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But the one is well worth the other for a 
little longer yet. Corona defers Mr. Tim- 
bers and the clapboards at present; but 
lingers reluctant still and loth. How shall 
she leave thee, Paradise ? So solemn is the 
dying of the year upon this barren shore ! 
So gentle will the Indian summer be, when 
yet the waves shall show their burning 
hearts, and the fisherman's children play 
once more in sun-bonnets upon the now 
cold, recoiling sand. 

'' If only we could all wait patiently," 
thinks Corona, " past the first frosts of our 
lives, until their Indian summers come ! " 

All these days Tom is writing begging 
letters j and Susy sends word that the baby 
will not know her when she comes. But 
Corona answers them that the sky is green 
to-day, or that the wave is royal purple, or 
that the tide is high; that she will pick 
cranberries with Jane Thurston, or stay to 
bid the Rowin boys good-by. They must 
take the terrible winter voyages now, since 
they left their father at the Bank& The 
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fewer to lose, the deeper the danger into 
which they must be gent. This is the mys- 
terious law of life to the women of Fair- 
harbor. 

But by and by there comes a windy Sun- 
day. It is a most memorable day. Puelvir 
goes to church, where she is spiritually 
benefited by learning that the Raspberry 
Man has married a widow with four, and 
that the minister asked an increase of his 
salary, on the ground that the price of fish 
in Fairharbor was higher than in any place 
in which he had labored. 

But Corona stays at home, with her Bible, 
her Robertson, Matthew Launcelot, her open 
fire, and the wind. The silence of the cot- 
tage aches under the tumult without. ' The 
Harbor is gray and cold. Long lines and 
streaks of neutral shadow bar it off. The 
foam is scanty and flat, breaking chiefly on 
the western shore. Rings and crowns of 
light lie vibrating outside the blue-gray 
gravity of the channel. Toward the beach 
a subdued green of three distinct shades 
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blends in. This green is chilly, lightened 
with white, not yellow. Beds of brown 
weeds lie so abundantly and so softly at 
half-tide upon the sand that they seem to 
be shadows. The horizon throbs with sails. 
They all lean southeasterly. The wind is 
from the northward. The clouds are gray, 
with silver edges but watery centres; the 
horizon watery also, pale and bluish. The 
opposite shore is slightly hazy, as if seen 
through spray. The roof of one house — 
only one — over there, catches the sun and 
shines sharply. One sail, too, a black one, 
glides along the opaque shadow of the west- 
ern shore. Corona can hear the rustling of 
her nearest neighbor's trees ; but the little 
trees out upon the Point, sheltered she 
knows not how or why, stand still. The 
grass and the autumn dandelions blow 
fiercely. 

As the day advances, a purple, pinched 
look grows upon the lips of the waves that 
are nearest the beach. The gulls, the sand- 
pipers, and the swallows fly restlessly and 
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without apparent aim. The dandelions 
seem to brace themselves against the full 
force of the wind. Sickened leaves hang 
from the flowerless rose-bushes. The St, 
Johnswort and yarrow have faded ; but the 
nasturtiums bum on. 

Toward evening the tide grows extremely 
low, beaten out by the fierce wind, which 
rises steadily to a gale. Shells and weeds 
are thrown up profusely. It is impossible 
to walk upon the beach. All over the 
horizon the driven sails are turning in. 
They will soon be home. 

The evening falls, and the tempest of the 
night sets in. The two women feel small 
and unsheltered in the sturdy, trembling 
little house. Puelvir draws the curtains 
and struggles with the fire. She says noth- 
ing; but she thinks it rather lonesome in 
Paradise to-night. Perhaps Puelvir's im- 
agination has been touched slightly by the 
sight of the widow with four. She betakes 
herself to her room, draws her maroon-and- 
indigo curtains, and writes to a cousin^ 

13 
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whom she has not thought of twice this 
summer. She wishes she had a sister to 
write to, or ^^some folks." She thinks it 
very windy out to-night. 

Corona sits a long time silent by the fire, 
w^atching the tender struggle between the 
light and shade upon her soft gray walls, 
listening to the fiercer battle of the seasons 
out upon the sea. She thinks : It will still 
be there. Death, change, denial touch us 
all ; sun and frost will burn and freeze ; the 
wind raves and the calm comes ; but the 
sea is there. 

And, with a sigh, she reaches for her pen 
and slowly writes : — 

Dear Tom : — It will take a week to 
board up Paradise. Expect me Saturday, 
at seven. Co. 

Matthew Launcelot comes up inquiringly, 
rather than inquisitively (Matthew never 
yields to the lesser motive), and puts his 
nose, cool as the deprecation of hesitation 
or regret, upon the paper. But what she 
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has written she has written. And Tom's 
face comes before her with a sudden passion 
of longing as she sits alone. She kisses 
Matthew Launcelot; but she says "Dear 
Tom." For Paradise, like the Kingdom of 
Heaven, is within us, after all. 
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RvA^, Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, la. WL 



Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal 8vo. with 65 lllusts., 288. 
A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

bv W. J. Hbnnessy. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6b. 
Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re* 

collections. With Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth eztra.68. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
En^ish Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fti 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 
English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister>at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Corn wal I.— Popu iar Romances 

?f ^^® J^®?1^.o^ England; or.The 
R^^Vf U^*"**^****"*' *°<^ Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. * 

Craddock — Tlie Prophet of 

the Great Smoky Mountains. By 
Charles Egbert Craddoc*:. Post 
8vo, illust. bds., 28. ; cloth limp. 2a. fld. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Earlv 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy. Author of '•The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World * 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with m 
Portraits, 78. 6d. *^ ' ^ '^ 



Cruikshank (George) : 

The Comic Almanack. Complete In 
Two Series : The First from xg2 
to 1843 ; the Second from isJ tS 
1853. A Gathering pf the ^kst 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood Mav 
HEW, Albert Smith, A'Beckett* 

SSSS?'*®"*'^*^?' ^- With ^2S 
Woodcuts and Steel EnffavinobS 

Cp\1^S.m^^^^TOT.. I-kKDELL8r<8te 



h. 
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Cruxxshank (G.)i continued — 
The Life of Qeorge Crulkshank. By 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
" The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 64 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 

?nnted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
1. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
F Tinted on hand-made pa];>er, with 
ndia proofs of the Illustrations, 868. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William CvPLEs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Daniel. — Merrle England In 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations dv Robt. Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. Bv Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8to, illust. boards, 28. 

bavenant. — What shall my 

Son be P Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davunant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 
One Thousand Medical Maxima. 

Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 

Crown 8vo. l8. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Aids to Long Life. Crown bvo, 28. ; 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

bavies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. ia Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
prown Svo, cioth boards, 128. 



De Maistre.— -A.«Jo.urney.Roi4^d^ 

My Room. By Xavier i» ftLttttSE. 

Translated by' Henry ATTWBiXi Post 
8vo, clo th limp, 28. 6d. \; ■ . 

De Mille.— A Castle In S^ialn. 

A Novel. By Jambs De Mili^jb. With 
a Frontispiece. . Crowa 8vq, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. ; post Syd, illn^L bdsu 2s . 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by t 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. . 
Our Lady of Teara. 
Cipce'a Lovers. . .■ 

Dickens (Charles), Novels bV: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2ck: each. 

Sketchea by Boz. 1 NichoiaaNlcldeby. 
PIclcwick Papera. | Olivei* Twiat. ' 

The Speechea of Chariea Ololcana; 
(May/air Library,) Post 6vo, cloth 
limp, 28. fid. 

The Speechea of Chariea Dlckena, 
1841-1870. With a New BibliogFaphy, 
revised and enlarged. lEdited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herns Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,, 68. 

About England With Oloken^" By 
Alfred Kimmer. With 57 Ilhist1ra> 
tions by C. A. VANDBRROor, Alfred 
RiMMER, and others. Sq. 8v6, «lotb 
extra, 108. 6d. • ■ 

Diotionaries : 

A Dictionary of MIraolea : Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic E(y the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; bt.-boimd^ te. 

The Reader'a Handbook of Ailu* 
alona, Referenoea, f^loli^ and 
stories. By the Rev. B. C. Brswbr, 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the ■ Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook." sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr. 
Brewer. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 
- Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Ex\^lana.tAx^ \k^:Nx:&. 
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DiCTiONARiBS, continued^ 

A Dlotlonaiy of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Plavwrights,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 

Women of the Day : A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByFBANCBsHAYS. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Worde, Facte, and Phrases : A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of«the-Way Matters. By EuRZBit 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 98. 

Diderot. — The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's *'Le Paradoxe sur le 
Comidien/' by Walter Herries 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
Irving. Cr. Svo, in parchment, 48. 6d. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Post Svo. cl. Ip., 28. 6d. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentri- 
cities. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. Svo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of tiie. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown Svo, 
half-bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, T lie Old. Cr. Svo, 
cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 68. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson'e Works. With Notes 
Critical and Exp>lanatorv, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C.Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunniko- 
XAM. One Vol* 



Dramatists, Tbb Old^ continued-^ 

Masslnger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by CoL 
Cunningham. One VoL 

Dyer. — The FoII« - Lore of 

Plants. By Rev. T. F. Thisblton 
Dyer, M.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [In preparatioH, 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A.B.GRO8ART, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davles' (Sir John) CoRipleta 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Merrick's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Completa 
Poetical Worlts. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown Svo, 
parchment, 88. 

Edwarde8(iVlr8.A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, iUos* 
trated boards, 28. 

Archie Lovell. Post Svo, illust. bds., 
28. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Eggieston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 
Edward Eggleston. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 2a. 

Emanuei On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Realit;^. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
1 1 1 ustratioD s, tinted and plain. Crown 
Svo, cl oth extra, gilt, 6s. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edhion. 
Nearl y 600 Illusts. Cr. Svo,cl. ex.,78.6d, 

English iVIerchants: Memoirs 

in Illustration of the Progress of British 
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Bourne. 
With Illustrations. New and Cheaper 
Edition, revised. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. jShortly. 

Ewaid (Alex. Charies, F.8.A.), 

Works by: 
Stories from the State Papers. 

With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, Ga. 
Studies Re studied: Historical 

.Sketches from Original Sources. 

Dem^ Svo, doth extra :i2|. 
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EwALD (Alex. Charles), continued-^ 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre* 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 73 . 6d. 

Eyes, The. — How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them, Bv 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
52 Illustrations, la.; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Falrholt.— Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With upwards of ico 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra. 68. 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wheeler, 
Author of" Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 48. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other : 
. Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numjerous 
Illustrations. 48. 6d. 

Farrer. — IVIilitary IVIanners 

and Customs. By J. A. Farrer, 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Cr. Svo. cloth extra, 68. 

Fin-Bee — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 
Svo. cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 



Fitzgerald (Percy), continued'^ 
Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
Svo, clo th limp. 28. 6d. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. f 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. ( 

The Lady of Brantome. | 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in v 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, | 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and ', 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. Svo, cloth bds., 68. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre: A 

Novel. Bv Albany Dft Fonblanque. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Franclllon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.each; 

post Svo, illust. boards, 28. each. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by O ne. | A Rea l Queen. 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. Svo. l8. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cl. bda., 78. 6d. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a H indoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartlb Frerb, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell.— OneofTwo: ANovel. 

By Hain Friswell. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. . 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry. — Royal Guide to London 

Charities. 1885-6. By Herbert Fry. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda- 
tion,Obiects, Income,Officials,&c. Pub- 
lished Annually. Cr. Svo, cloth, l8. 6d . 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management oi 
the Flower ,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glenny. Post Svo, Is. : 
cloth. Is. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants w s 
Grow, and How we • Cook Theo.*.^ 
By Tou ^t-Miov.^, "^oax %s^^ ^&. 
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11 Flowers. Hy Tom and Jaui 
OLD. Illustraled. Posl tlvo, iB. : 



My Oitpdan Wild, and What 1 Gie- 



Q«ntleman's Magazine (The) ' 

(Up ISSB. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Stsrjr, eolilled ''Tlie 



"Soieno* Notes," bj W. Mjittihu 
WiLtiius, F.R.A.S., and "Tubln 
Talk " bT SrLVANus Ukbah, arc also 
coullausd monlhly. 
%• NaariaJy. IhiVolumi far Jasoasy 

!s Jum, iSSs. clof* »I'B. ^i<c< 8a. Sd. ; 

laia /or biBding, 3a. meh. 

Hentle man's t 

ChPlatmu, 188: 
«nTltl^^by T. 
-'"TheMyil-- 

Qerman Popular Storlea. Col- 

Iccted- hy the Biothers Grimu. and 
TranslaledbyEDOAR Taylor. Edited, 
wiihan Introduction, by JOHH Rusein. 
Wilh » Illustraiions on Steel by 
George Cruikshahk. Square Bvo, 
cloth eiKa, BI. 6d. : gill edges, Ta, Sd. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 



Gilbert (W. S.j, Ofigina) Plays 

itself, ptioell. 6<l%'ach!' 

larea — Charity— Ae Princess— The 
Palsce of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The SscoHD SsHiBS con tains-Bro- 
ken Heails— Engaeed— Sweelheaitt— 
Gretchen— Dan'f Druce— Tom CoW>— 
H.M.S, Pinafore— The Sorcerer — The 



□end HSBi 



CiowD Bvo, cloih eiln, 3a. at each. 

F»ney Free. ) Laving ■ Dr««m, 

By Mead and Straam. Three Vo\»^ 



Qodwtn. — Lives of the Necro- 

p'Q""Q%lQlhTlmp,'a!"'' """^ 



ennatt's (Dp, W. C.) Bsllul Hlatpry 

□dwin-a (Wllllani) Llvsi of the 
olmea'B Autmrat o^.ths Break- 



t (Was 



ton) 1 



ipvlng'B {Waihlngton) Talea of th* 

Al nam bra. 
JcsBe'a (EdwdFd) Soanei and Oc- 

cucatlone of a Country Life. 
Lamb'a Euays of Ella. Both Setici 

Complete in One Vol. 
Leign Hunt's Eaaaya: A Tale for a 

CTiimney Comer, and other Piecci. 

Ebmukd'oll '" " ' '"" "" 



Arthur 



(Sir Thomas) N 
■i Tho Stories of 1 
ind df the Knights of 
able. Edited b; B. Mt 

i-ftov 
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Roc hero u I 



eotlone 



Nab Notes, apd Is- 

8t. Pierre's Paul snd Vli^lnfu. and 
The Indian Cottue. Edited.wiih 
Life, bj the Rev. E. Curxe. 

Shslley'a Early Poamt, nnd Queen 
Mnb. With essay by tBiaH Hunt. 

Shalley'e Later Poems: Uaon and 
Cythna. &c. 



hallsy 



t, tha 



Btiellay Paper*, ftc. 

Shalley'a Ppoee Wopka, laclBdiai A 

ReCnlatioD of Deism, Zislroiii, SI. 

Irvyne. &c. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 






Selecled a 



:dii<d b 



Gordon Oummlng(C.F,), Works 

by: 

In the HabrldM. wilh Autotype Fae- 

tratioQi. Demy Svo, clotb eini. 

In tlie Himalaya* and on the Indian 

tioD?. 'DemySrOpClottieitn, Sl.Sd. 
Via Cornwall to E^ynt. Wilh a 

8vQ, cSi'^Maa. 7m!'m^"^^' ""' 



. ,,.--. . ... — , ;loib 

extra, ta. U . 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

or the, Described from Aslique Monii- 

KoBEB. T^ansla"^ froin the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. Hvr.rPe„. Wilh fj; IllnatraiJons. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, 
cloth eitra, It. fid. 



Low'Llfs Deep* 



Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

oi. Physical Geographv in its relation 

Arkold Gutot. Wilh Additions by 
FrofeasoriAaassis, Pierce. andCuAVi 
II Map! and BBgravJDgs oa Steel, 
some Ca}ouTed, aad copious Index. 
Crofo Sro, cloin eilra, gilt, 4*. BA. 



I Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
I Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated ^m ths German of Dr. J. 

PtMCus. Crown 8vo. Ii ; cloth, ll. M. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon}, 

Maiden Ecataiy. Small 4I0, cloth 

Naur Symbol*. Cr. Bvo, elolh oiira, Si. 

dorb Bilra, ft. """"' *"" ™' 
The Serpent Play. CinmSya.cloth 

' Hall— Sketches of Irish Cha- 

paotep. By Mrs. 5. C Hall. With 

Wood by Maclise, Gilseit, HaitiT, 
and G. CRUTKSHtxit. Medium Ivo, 
clolh extra, gill, Tl. 8d . 

HatI Caine.— The Shadow of a 
Crime; A Novel. By K«ll Caiki. 

-9Ti Sv. clalh^xtra. 38 6a. 

Halllday Every-day Papers. 



Hanky. Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricka.VeiyDlfficah Tricks. 
White Magic. Sleight of Hsad, ftc. 
Edited by W. H. Cheubi. Wilb 100 
lllnats. Crown 8vQ, doth e alia,«*. Bd. 



Lady Dufeub Habdi. Post Svo, illusi 



Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Gpeenwood Tpee. ByTHoiiAs Hahdv, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 



Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 



Illustrated, lOl.ed. 

Chauoer tor Children 1 A Golden 

Kit. With Eight Coloured Pictat« 
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Haweis{Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Including Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawejs, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Hawthopne(JuIian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Garth. I Sebastian Strome. 

• Eilice Qucntin. | Dust. 

Prince Saroni's Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Miss Cadogna. 

Love— or a Name. {Shortly, 



Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover. Is. ; 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 



Hays.— Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. ; cl. gilt^^ gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Master£. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
23. 6d. 

Ivan de BIron: A Novel. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illos- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Chorton Collins. 
Crown Svo, bound in parchment, 88. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 

Iccied Poems. With Memorial- Intro- 

ductioa and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 

Grosart, D.D., Steel P.ortrait, Index 

of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 

'^if. Three Vols,, prowp Svo, cloth, Wa. 



Hesse - Wartogg (Chevallep 

Ernst von), Wopl<8 by : 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The New SouthWest: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexko, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 
148. [In preparaHon. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each* 
Tavern Anecdotes and Springs: In- 
cluding; the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Co£fee Houses, Qubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. New and Cheaper 
Hdit. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfkst- 
Tabie. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. ; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, a. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Solenoe of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser* 
vatlon: A. Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, 18. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas); 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and aoo Illastra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's V/hims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, SB. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Polet 
A Noah's Arkseological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brum- 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
ctowsi^NO,c\o\.^«xtra^l^lt edges, 6B. 
|< QoXdew Wfe«Lt\.\ k'^CN^ '^CRX\«^ 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 

morou8 Works, including his Ludi* 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hooper — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Home — Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist HoRNE, With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum< 
aiERS. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin^ 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By George 
Howell. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. . With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Oluer. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thorn Icroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited h-^ A. Perce- 
val Gr a ves. Post Svo, cl. lim p, 28.^d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Taie8 of a Traveller. 
Tale s of the Alhambra . 

Janvier.-— Practical Keramics 

for students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 

Tlie Dark Colleen. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Queen of Connaught. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
UJustratod boards, 88. 



JefTerles (Richard), Works by: 

Nature near London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

The Life of the Fields. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph- Por- 
trait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcrucians: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bv 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five tulf- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jerrold. Illustrated. PostSvo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, Is. ; 
cloth limp. Is 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post Svo. cloth limp. 28. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and 
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Worl<s by: 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 61. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in* 
eluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina* 
tion. Exorcising and Blessing oi 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred IIlus* 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Jonson's (Ben) Worl<s. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Mevaovt Vss HAvvaxk*. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



JosephuB.TheCompI eteWa rks 

of. TrBDslalei! by Whiston. C 
taJnlog both '-ThH Anllqailiel of 
Jews '"^and- The Wariof the Je» 



Knight The Patient's Vade 

fram^Medicil Advice^ By^Wii-LnH 

KuidHT,' L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Ii.; 
cloth, li. ed. 

Lamb (Charlee): 



Lanea and Penatea ; or, The 

BackgrouDd of Life. Bt FLoUHcm 
C*PPV. Crown 8vo.elol6eilra.Bl. 

Larwood (Jacob), Worka by: 

The Story of the London Pariis. 

Witb Illustratioiu. Ciowa BTO.doth 

eitra. 3a. 60. 
Foreneio Anaodotee Post 8to, clolb 

limp, la. ea. 
TlieatrloalAnecdotu. PoiilTO,elatli 



With the whole of Ciu 
■a lllualralions, inColonra, Hut 
rigloals. Crown S>o, dotli eitn. 



of the TtUe-PBgei ol tbe nre First 
Editiona of Lamb'a and Cnieridee's 

Worka, and nuniBroni III ■■ — 

Crown 8vo, clotli eitra, 1< 
Lamb's Oomplete Wopki 
and Vetse, reprinted troc 

Bial Editions, witb many Pieces 
IbertD unpublithed. Edited, wilh 
Notei and IntroductiOB. by R. H. 
SHEHtEBo. With Two Pom ■ 
Facsimileof Pageof the " 



Poetry tor Children, 



ailra, 3i. 6il each t poM 



i I 



Small evo, cloth 

Little Eusye: SI 

ters. ByCHAKL 



niches and Cbarac 



by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wh. HAiivEr. A New Edition, from 
■ Copv annotated by Ibe Translator, 
edited by bit Nephew, Edward 
Staslbv PooiB. With a Preface by 
Stahley LjiKb-Pooli. Three Vols', 
dem/ Svo, cloifa emrti, Tl. SA. each. 



With a Silken Thpud. 
The Rebel of th« Family. 

Locks and Keys — Oa tha De- 

felopmenl and Dislribnllonor Pr^Dl^ 
tivB Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Cen 
PiTT-RivEis, P.R.S. With numeroas 
Illmtratlons. Demy 410. half Roi- 



t-DngiBiiDw I liom pwn rpos* won*. 

Including "Oulre Mer," "Hyper- 
Ion," "Kaianagh," "ThePoeUind 
Poetry of Eorope,'' and " Driftwood.' 
With Ponraii and Illnitrationi tn 
yaLINTIHE SlIOHLir. Ctowd Sto, 
cloth extra, Ti. M. 
Longfeilow'i Poetloal WoHi*. Cat» 
fully Reprinted from ibe Orlidnal 
Dj... — ""■'■-irnwonsfinofffni- 



Bn>, cloib eilta, Ts. H. 



and Wood. Cnnra 
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Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 

Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Da VIES, L.R.C.P. Crovfo 8vo, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

LusTad {The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen fuU-page 
Plates, cloth boards, IBs. 

McCartiiy (Justin, IVI.P.),WopI<8 
by: 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. — Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 68 each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the FoUr Georges. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown SvO; cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

IMy Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Rochford. 

Miss IMisanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

IMald of Athens. 



Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune. 
Three Vols., crown Svo. [.Preparing, 

McCarthy (Justin H., IVI.P.), 

Wori<s by: 

An Outiineof the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. Svo, 18. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

England under Gladstone, 1880-85. 
Second Edition, revised and brought 
down to the Fsill of the Gladstone 
Administration. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

MacDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 

The Princess and Curdle. With xz 
Illustrations by Jambs Allbn. Small 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
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MacDonald (George), continued — . 

Guttapercha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 
Artiwr Hughes. Square Svo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. E. MiLLAis. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomas Wingfoid, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

IVIacdoneil. — Qual<er Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonbll. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgrbgor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

IVIaciise Portrait-Gaiiery (The) 

of illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

IVIacquoid (IVIrs.), Worlo by : 

In the Ardennes. With 50 line Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 10s. 6a. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
10s. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, En^aved 
by Swain. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
10s. 6d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
Svo, clotn extra, Ss. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Maclcay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones : or. Music at TwilighL B^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BV 



Majlo Letnteen (The), and its 
MaPBumenl: including full Prac- ; 
tical Directions fo[ piaducing Ihc 
LinwllBbt, makiog Oiygcn Gaa, and 
preparfnn Lanlero Slides. By T. C. 

Cfown 8vo . H. ; cloLh, li. tJ. 

Magician's Own Book (The) : , 

Perforin ^nces Kilh Cups and Balls. I 
EgRS, Hals. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Bclual Eiperisace. Edited b; ! 
W. H. Creuer. Wilhioo [tluslralions. 
Cro-n gvQ. cloih nira, 48. M. 



log Aninuls, &c. With Coloured 

CrowD gvo. cloib ei ir a. Ab. S d- '_ 

Magna Charta, An enact Fac- 



Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 



^aema. Small 4I0, bonnd in parcb- 
■ Llfs' worth Living P Crown Bvo, 



Marry at (Florence], Novels by: 

Croitn8va,c)oIheilra,33.ei. each; or 
post Svo, illuilralcd boards, a. 

Written in FIra. 



Masterman. — Half a Dozen 

ra : A Novel. By J 
It 8vo, illuBtrated 



Marlowe's Works. Including I 
his TransUl ions. Edited, with Nolei ' 
and lotroduciioo, by Coi. Cumbikg- i 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Worka of Mark Twain. 
ReviscdaDdConectedihrougtiauthT 
the Author. Wilb Lifs.Ponrait.and 

clolb eilra, It. M. 
Tha Advetitupea of Tom Sawyer. 
With III Illustrations. Crown 8>o, 
clolh eitri, 7b. Sd. 



nearly joo Ulustrationa. Crown Bvo, 
clotta eitra, Tl. Sd. 
The InnocBntl Abroad ; or, The New 

i Holy Land. Wilb 
1. Crown Bvo, clolli 

0, illust. boarda, iL 

. By Mian 

Wilb 312 Ulustrationa by T. Coppiif! 

Crown Bvo, clolh oilra. Y«. 6d. 
A Tnunp AbKwd. WilbauHlDHra- 

tiona. Crown8vo,clolhe»tra.Tl.ea.; 

poitBTo.lUnitraitdbotrds. tt. 
The Stolon Whita Elephuit, Ac 

Crown Bvo, clolh extra, W. ; poat Bvo, 

illuitratad board). U. 
Life on the Mlaaliilppl. Wilhabont 

8vo, cloth eilra.7l.6a. "™ 



bv Col. CuHRiNoiuu. Crown Svo, 
clolb ettra, Bl, 

May hew. — London Charaotera 



Mayfair Library, The; 
Post Bvo, doth limp, U. 6d. per Volnme. 
A Jaurney Round My Room. By 
Xavibr bi Maistkb. Tranilatad 

Latter-Day Lyplaa. Editad b)> W. 
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Matpair Library, continued-^ 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedie Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridgment of *' Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin . 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

DoBSON. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce — Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Collected and Edited by A. Perceval 

Graves. 
Animals and their Masters. By Sir 

Arthur Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfiast-Table. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. II- 

lastrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Ourselves: Essays 'on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robert 
Macgreoor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 



Mayfair Library, continued-^ 

The New Republic. By Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondb* 

ley-Pbnnrll. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol- 

mondelby-Pennell. Illustrated by 

George Du Mauribr. 
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix de Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. [Thornburv. 

Old Stories Retold. By Walter 
Leaves ft*om a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thoa- 

sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Da vies, 
L.R. C.P. Lend. Cr. 8vo, l8. ; cl., l8. 6d. 

Merry Circle (Tlie) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 48. 6d. 



Mexican Mustang (On a). 

Througii Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Siftings." 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Middiemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 38.6d.; post 8 vo, illnst.bds., 28. 

Mr. Doriiiion. Post8vo.illttst.bd8.,28 

Miiler. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
Miller. Small 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the SIcin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo, 
l8. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 
Small 8vo, l8. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, 
l8. ; cloth extra. Is. C^. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Moncrfeff. — The Abdication ; 

of, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirtek, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 2l8. 

Murray (D. Christie), Noveis 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

' By the Gate of the Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6gL each. 
The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 



First Person Singular: A Novel. 
Three Vols., cr. 8vo. ^Preparing. 

North itaiian Foil<. By Mrs. 
CoMYNS Carr. Illust. by Randolph 
Caldbcott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. 



Number Nip {Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children bjr Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
£8. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Oliphant. — Whiteiadies: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

O'Connor.— Lord Beaconsfleld 

ABiography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

O'Hanlon. — The Unforeseen: 

A Novel. By Alice O'Hamlon. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 

b'Reiiiy.— PhoBbe'8 Fortunes : 

A Novel. With liiustrations by Henry 
Tuck, Post Svo, iilustrated boards, 2a. 



O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songe of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. ^. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Lays of France. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, lOs. 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 5s. each { post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Caatie- 
maine'8 Gage. 

Idalla. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Foile Farine. 

TwoLlttieWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Pasoarel. 

Signa. 

in a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstreilo. 

A Village 

mune. 
BImbl. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 



Com' 



BImbl: Presentation Edition. Sq. 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges. 
7s. 6d. 

Princess Napraxine. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, doth 
extra, 68. 

Othmar: A Novel. (A Sequel to 
" Princess Napraxine." Three Vols , 
crown 8vo. ^Preparing. 

Wisdom, Wit. and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 
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Page (H. A.), Worl<s by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims ; A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
m a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B. A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra,. 68. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
D.D. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
'L.^.CY, Cxo^Ti%^o^la.;cl6tn, Is.Sd. 
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Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo^ fllostnttd boards, tL each. 

Paul Farroll : A Novel. 

Why Paul Ferroil Killed hit Wife. 

Paul Gentle and Simple. By 

Maroabst A0NB8 Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Hblbn Fatbrson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
Ulnstrated boards, Sto. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2t. each. 

Lott Sli* Mattlngberd. 
The Bett of Husband t. 
Waltep'e Word. 

Halvet. I Fallen Fortunet. 

What He Cott Her. 
Lett Black than we're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 High Spirltt. 

Under One Roof. I Cariyon't Year. 
A Confidential Agent. 
Some Private VIewt. 
A Grape fk*om a Thorn. 
, For Cath Only. | From Exile. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentlnck't Tutor. 

Murphy't Matter. 

A County Family. 

At Her Meroy. 

A Woman't Vengeance. 

Ceoll't Trytt. 

The CiyfTEU^t of CiyfTs. 

The Family Scapegrace 

The Fetter Brothert. 

Found Dead. 

Qwendoilne'a Harvett. 

Humorout Storiet. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Poundt Reward. 

Kit : A Memory. 

The Canon't Ward. 



In Peril and Privation : Stories of 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numerous lUustra* 
tionS' Cro^"^ 8vo, cloth ^ilt, ^. 



Pears. — The Present Depres- 
sion in Trade: Its Causes and Reme- 
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
GoADBY and William Watt. With 
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Lbonb 
Levi, F.S.A., F.S. S. Demy 8vo, 1>. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, ck)th limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de 
Socidti, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell. 

Pegasus Re-Saddied. With Ten full- 
page lllusts. by G. Du Mauribr. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phblps, 
Author of "The Gates Ajar." New 
and Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, 
illnst. boards, 1>. ; cloth limp, 1>. 6d. 



Plrl<is (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. 

Lady Lovelace. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. 

Planch6 (J. R.), Works by: 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, tis. 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By E. Stanford. Large 
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 6s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhorne. Two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 108. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of EocAit Allan Poe. With 
an Introductoj-y Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d« 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 
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Price (E. C.)f Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Valentlna. | The Forelgneps. 

Mp8. Lancaster's Rival. 

Gerald. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rough Wfi^s made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,68. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting oar Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition.with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid : Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, l8. 6d. 

Pyrotechnlst'8Treasury(The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Gr. 8vo, cl. extra, 48. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gu stave 
DorA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d . 

Rambosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans> 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 78. 6d^^ 



Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg a 
CoMPLBTB English Bibliography. 
Cr, Bvo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 



Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.)^ Novels 

by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 28. each ; 
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust, 88. 6d. each. 

Peg Womngton. Illustrated by S. L 
FiLDEs, A. R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 
William Small. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. II* 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwbll. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
pun Smooth. Illustrated by Helbm 
Patbrson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief ; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. II* 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards* 

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 
John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Kbbnb. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keenb. 

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 

Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
Fildes, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Mauribr. 

Put Yourself In His Place. lUus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Crauford. 

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couldery. 

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of Charles Reade. 

SIngleheart and Doublefaoe: A 

Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. Macnab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Percy Macquoid, and JOSEPH Nash. 

The J I It. and other Stories. Illustrated 
by Joseph Nash. 

RIddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party, 

Weird stories. 

The Uninhabited House, 

Fairy Water. 
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RImmep (Alfred), Works by : 

Oup Old Country Towns. With over 
50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, lOS. 61. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, lOs. 6d. 

About England with Dickens. With 
SSIllustsTbyALFREDRlMMER and C. A. 
Vandbrhoop. Sq.Svo.cl.gilt, 10s.6d 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 60. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

RoDlnson (Phil), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Poets' Birds. 

The Poets' Beasts. 

P oets' Natural History. jPreparin g ^ 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 

g' Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by 
BORGS Cruikshank, choicelv printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ 78. 6a. A few 
Large^ Paper copies, printed on hand* 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 363. 

Roohefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte* 
Bbuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
Uam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 68. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jolces. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runclman. — Skippers and 

Shellbacks: Stories, chiefly of the 
Sea. By James Runcimam. Post 8vo, 
illust. boards, 28. ; cloth liiAp, 28. 6d. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Round the Qalley-Flre. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards 2s. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection 

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Sala — Gaslight and Daylight. 

By George- Augustus Sala« Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28< 



Sanson.— Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (16S8 to 1847). Edited 
byHENRvSAMsoN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.38.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by : Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Joan l\Aerryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 
Gideon's Rock. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. £. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Mosthly ; or 
6s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. £ach ; and Vols. XV. 
to XX. (i834\ at 6s. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

A New Edition of this famous Poem, 
with over 100 new Illustrations by lead- 
ing Artists. Small 4to, cloth extra, 16s. 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus« 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or " White 
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 

Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Belle w. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Crembb* With 200 Illustcajd(va&. 
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Th« n 



UNen 



lolBlIootualGameiand 

By CuiiA Bellew. With man) 

Mulolan'iOwn Book: Perfansancei 
Willi Cnps and Balls, EgBS. Hals. 
KimdkeicliiefB, &c. All from actual 
Eiperiescs. Edited b^ W. H. Cke' 



Senior (William), Works by : 



limp. 2s. Bd. 



Gha.ksspea.re : 

ThB First Folio Sh«lie»p«ir«.— Mb. 
William Smakrspeark's CDmedies, 
Hisloties, and Tlagedien. Published 
iiccordidetatlielriieOtiKinallCDpies. 

andED.'BtouHT. ^613.— A Repri 
ductioDoflhesxtniinolrratTarl^nal, 

E^SrK"S^r°*d"lafl "sm^l'sla' 
half-Roiburghe.Vod. ' 



HSs 




d and 


black^.in 


S"sss;.° 




410, 


n i TBie. 

'•Sri 


Tho Handhoah 

Muelo. Bein^ 


" 




S.'"S 











410, half-RoiburgUe, 7s. 
AStudyorShaUBBneara. By Aloe r- 



Biware: Tbe Tcit ol the F 
Fa/x, ileinySvo, clolh boaris, U 



Shelley'a Complete Works, ii 

Df SEparale'ly, U. each. Vol. l!' con 
tains bis Early Poems, Queco Mai 
&c, »ilh aa Inlradnclion by Leiqi 



cliidtne A Rafulat 



Notes lo eacb Plar, and a Bio- 
erapbical Skelcb of Sberidan. by 
Bun DEI Matthews. With Decora- 



Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Hislorical and Eiplanatorf 
Notes by Sohuei. A. Bbnt, M.A, 



-, —inorial. 

Intraduction, Notes, Ac., by Iba Rev. 
A. B. GaosAKT, D.D. Tbreo Vol!., 
crown BVQ, cloth board s 18l. 
Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Pamoog TaTeini 
and Remarkable Characlera. By 

BcoB LABWoot) and John Camdbk 
OTTSN. Ccnwn 8vn, cloth eitn, 
with 100 tlluslralioni. Ta. U. 



Slma {George R.), Works by : 



Sketchley._A Match In the 
Dark. ByAETHuBSKEicflLBY. Pom 

_8vo^ll u straled boards, ta. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety. 
mnlogical, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8t Q, c lnlh eilra , gi ll, as. KL 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

ThoPrlnoeofArgoMs: AStoryoftb. 
'""•—■-"-— -^--ae. ByJ.Mora 
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Euitd's (]. MoYit) Woms, con/im 
Tales of Old Thule. Catlsclc 
llloitralsd bT ]. Moth Sxith 
Sto, cloth gill, prafnsely lllnsl 
The Wooing of ^he Water Vt 
A Northern Oddity. By Evak 
DOBHB. llluBtra[=d by J. 
Smith. Small Bvc , cl oih exir 

Society in London. I 



I 8toddai\J.— Summer Cfulslng 

».EEK5?ooDARS'riiu91,^yW*i,LTa 
__(CK»y. C rovrnavn, cl. aHfa.31. aa. 

St. Pierre Paul and Virginia, 

ai The Indian Cottage. Uy Bzs- 
AiiPiv St. PtERiiK. Edited, withUfe, 



Spalding.- Elizabethan Oemon- 

tbeBo'liet in the tiislenco nf Devil 
and the Povera possessed by TbEn 



Str'utt's Sports and Pastimes 



Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrt. S. G. C. MlDDt.RMORE, Auih— -' 

" Round a Pouda Pits." Crown 



Speight. — The Mysteries of 

H«ron qvk*. By T. W. Spei 
With a FtOntispiDCa by M. El 



Spenser foi* Children. By M. 

H. TOWRT. Willi llluBlratioiiB br 
WALTER J. MoBG^M. Crown 4I0, wiib 
ColoHred lllualraliona. clolh Bill, ^. _ 
Staunton. — Laws and Practice 
of Cheee; Togeiher wilh an Analy^U 
of the OpenlDss., and a Treatise on 

EditedbyRoBEKTil.WDRMAi.li. New 



Sterndale. — TheAfghi 

AKovel. ByBoi 
DALE. Cr.iva,! 



Knife: 

ivo, cloth eilra.aaTsd.;! 
itej board?, 2b. 



I London Laical ii 






s Choice Works, i 

'crac. With Memoir, 
auimiles of iLe Map 



Stevenson [R.Lou is) , Works by : 

Traveli with a Do.ikey In ■ 

Cevannei, FronbspiecsbyW* 

Crane. Posievo, clolh limp, Zi.6d, , 

An Inland Voyaee, With front, by 
W. Cbanb. Posl Bvo. cl. Ip,. m ei. 

Virgin I bus Puerloque, an J other 
Papera. Crown avo. clolh ejlra. Bi, 
. Familiar Studies of Men nnd Books. 
Cronn 8va, clolli eitta, Gl. 

New Arabian NIehta. Crown Svo, 
cl. eiira,ei.; po^t SvD, iDusi. bds., Zs. 



Ct . avQ, clolh eitra, 7B . fid. 

le (Algernon C], 

m Mother and FIOBBniond. 



Bvo, cloth estra, ^ [Upriparai 

6t. John. — A Levantine Family. 

B» Bavlb St. Johb. Potl Bvo, i" 



,SwiiiBUK>rB's(A.C.)Wo; 
Mary Stunrt: ATlaCE 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

iT.'cr. avo, Bs. 
Small 4to. Si, 



liitaVen 



i'^E,HTby]^A 



Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours 

of ConlDlalion, and in Sparch of 
Wlfs. With tbe whole o{ Ra\\i.jiK[ 
SOH-a diDll page IlluslralianBin CdIdui 
ud > LilB of lbs Auihot by I. C 
HoTTEH. Med. »va.clottie]i1ra,7l.e( 



Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.US.J, Works 

by: 

Tha Sodaolty 



Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

or tha Echo Club: Burlesques ci 
Modem Wrilen. foat i.a, cL limp , 8a. 

Taylor's (Tom) Hietorlcal 

Dramu: '■Clancirty," "JeinDO 
Dare,"" Twill Aie and Crowo/' " Tbe 



Tennyson (Lord) ; A Biogra- 
phical Skdch. By H. J. Jekhihcs. 
ftilh a PliolDgraphPortra:!. Crown 



Thomas[M.).— AFIghtforLlfa: 
A Novel. Bj W. Mdv Thouab. Post 

Thomson's Seasonsand Castle 

of Indolence. Wiih a Biographical 
end Critical Inltoduction b; alum 



and Corraapondanca of 
Turner. Founded upon 
id Tayei^ furnished b; tals 

lerons Uluits. in Oilaora, 
. from Tnmgr't OrigiiHii 



Torrena, — The Marquess 

Hrsl^rio^'l-orlrar:. By W?%"toii" 

»BKs.M.P^en,y Svo, cloth e_.lri.lH. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, doih p«ra, St. 6d, each 



■PBiu Fpohmnnn. | Marlon Fay. 
y|p. SDapborough'a Family, 
rho Land LeaeuT.- 
,t a.o, iUuslraled boards, Is. each. 

le American Senator. 
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Trollope(FrancesE.),Novel8by 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra* 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabers Progress. I Anne Furness. 

TroIlope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollope. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
ex.. 38. 6d.; post 8vo. illust. boards^ 2s . 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly : 

A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Two 
Vols., crow n Bvo, 12 s. 

Turgenle# (Ivan), &c. Stories 

from Foreign Novelists. Post 8vo, 
illustrate d boa rds, ?8. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 
Saint iViungo's C.ty. 
Beauty and the Beast. With a 
Fronti spiece by P. Mac nab, 

Buried Diamonds : A Novel. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. [^Preparing. 



Tytler (0. C. F rase r-). — Mis- 
tress Judith : A Novel. By C. C. 
Fraser-Tytler. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d ; post Svo. illust boards, 23. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three 
Vols., demy Svo. cl. bd s., 78. 6d. each. 

Villarl. — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
Svo, p ict ure coyer, l8 . 

Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life in English IVIinsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans , 14s. 

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by : 
The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa* 
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis* 
tin^uished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty- fifth Annual Edition, 
for 1885, clotli, full gilt, 50s. 
The Shilling Peerage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabeticad List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. aamo, ck>th, Ig, 
published annually. 



Walford's (Edw.) Works, continued" 

The Shilling Baronetage (1885). 
Containing an Alphabetical List ot 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. same, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling House of Commona 
(1885). Containing a List of all the 
Members of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c. szmo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet* 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1885). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
5s. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairiiolt, F.S.A. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler ; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown Svo, cloth antique, 78. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or. Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Bovlb. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Merrle England In the Oiden Time 
By George Daniel. With Illustra* 
tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Cor\Iurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low* Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there, hy 
James Grbemwood. 

The Wilds of London. B7 Jambs 
Gkbsnwooo. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Tunis: Tfae Land md tbs People. 
By Iho Chevalier de Hesse-W*ii. 

The Life and Adventure* of a Chsap 
Jack. Bj One of tho Fraleniity. 

The World Behind the Scene*. Br 
■ Pbbcv Fitzqebald, 
Tavern Anecdote* . and Soylnga: 



LoniJon ChaPHcter*. By Hehbv Ua 
Htw. llliislrated. 

SovcnGonepBtlonaofEjieeutlonapi 
Memoirs of Iha Sanson Family (i6l 
to iB*j>. Edited bj Hhmby Sabso 

Summar Cruising In the Sou) 
Seaa. By C. Wauheh STOnnAR 
Illuslraled by W«i,l.ia Mackay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Joui 



WeGtpopp.--HaRdbaok.or Pot- 

tapy and Popoalalni ot, Htetorr of 
tbw.Aits fnm the Earliest Period. 
Bt41oddek H. Wesikopp. With nn- 
meroDi IlliutiatioDa, and a List of 
Marlia. Crown gvo doth limp, *». M. 

WJlllams (W. MattleU,>.R.A.S.), 

i. SeetheGEHTi.EiiAii'9 
lAGAIINE. ll. Monthly, 
iencc In Shnpt Chaptep*. Cram 
.TO, cloth eilra, 71. BiL 
Simple Tpoatlaeon Heat. Crown 

..am. 



8clr 



Tof^Coohe 






Wilson (Dp. Andrew, F.R.8.E.), 

Worka l>y! 
Chaater* en Evolution: A Popalai 
History of the Daririnian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Bditlcn, Crown dvo, cloth 
eiira. with ijg lllnsiratioDs, Ti. BA, 

LeiBuro-Tlme Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Ediiioa, with a New 

Winter '(jl"s;j.~Stopiea by; 



^(J-^s.f. 



Carefully printed on paper to imilale 
(heOrieical,3iin.hyi4in. Price 2a. 
Warrant to Execute Hary Queen of 



Ma^na Charta. An eiact Facsimile 
rf the Orieinal Document in the 
British Musenm, P^n'^dj^oa fine 

emblazoned' in Gold and Colours. 



F. W. Coxy. M.R.C.S. Enf., F.R.M 
SOC..&C Wilhioliluslralions-Cto 
8ro, l9.i clolb, I«. Cd. 



1 of the Day : A Biogra- 
Dictionar; of Notable Contem- 
:S. BypRAHOES H*vs. Ctowo 



Words, Facts, and Phrase 

A Dictionary of Curious, Qusial, i 
Out-of Ihe-Way Mailers. Sy Eliei 
Edwards. New and cheaper iss 



Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

(The House of H^pover," Wil?r«i 
Piclures, Caricatures, Squibs. Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
Svo, cloth eitra.TB.Sd. 
HlBtopy of Carlcatupa and of the 



Illusi 



itlng-P 



Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
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NEW THREE-VOLUME 

OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL, S(- 
Othmap : A Novel. (A Sequel to '* Prin- 
cess Napraxine.") By Ouida. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 

CHRISTIE MURRA TS NE W NO VEL 

First Peraon Singular: A Noviel. By 
D. Christie Murray, Author of 
••Joseph's Coat," &c. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 

J USTIN McCA RTH Y*S NE W NO VEL 
Carrilola : A Novel. 'By Justin McCar* 
THY, Author of " Dear Lady Disdain,*' 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



NOVflLS IH THE PRESS. 

GRANT ALLEN'S NEW NOVEL. 

Babylon : A Novel. By Grant Allen, 
Author of "Philistia," "Strange 
Stories,'* &c. With Z2 Illustrations 
by P. Macnab. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. 

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL. 

Burled Diamonds: A Novel. By Sarah 
Tvtler, Author of "Saint Mungo's 
City," &c. Three Vols., crown Svo. 

MISS a'HANLON*S NEW NOVEL. 
The Unforeseen : A Novel. By Alice 
O'Hanlon., Three Vols., crown Svo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
. crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 
Phlllstla. 

BY BASIL. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
My kittle Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
*Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room^ 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water, j The New Abelard. 
Matt, I Foxglove Manop. 



BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Plaiy me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. ? 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
i Say No. 



\ 



BY DUXTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. - 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts .of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY yAMES DE MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY "J. L.E.IT11 TiB.lBON^'^.T * 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued^ 
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Loveli. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I One by One. 

QuconCophetua.1 A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. | Fop Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say ? 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft, l Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. I Loving a Dream. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS. 
Garth. I El I ice Quentln. 

Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Dust. 1 Fortune'e Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love— or a Name. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of Connaught 

BY HENRY KINGSLBY, 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued-' 
BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Lin ley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. | Donna Quixote 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open I Sesame I | Written In FIra 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteiadles. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing- 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 

Less Black than 
We're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

High Spirits. 

Under Ona Roof. 



Ceu*lyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape fhom a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 
Viewe. 

Kit t A Memctfj. 
The Oanon'e 

WMFd. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued'^ 
BY E. C. PRICE. 
Vale/itlna. I The Foreigners. 

MPS. LanoasteP's Rival. 
BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L, 
It Is Nevep Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wolflngton. 
ChPlstle Johnstone. 
Gplfflth Gaunt. I Foul Play. 
The Double Maprlage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Clolstep and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Tepplble Temptation. 
The Wandeping Help. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hatep. I Readlana. 
Slngleheart and Doubieface. 
The Jilt. 

Good Stoples of Men and othep 
Animals. 

BY MRS, J, H. RIDDELL. 
Hep Mot hep's Dapilng. 
Pplnoe of Wales's Gapden-Papty. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the WheeL 
Guy Waterman. 
Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 



Piccadilly Novels, eohtinued'' 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. | Hsart Salvage. 
The High Mills, i Sebastian. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisie. I Cresslda. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS, 
The Way we Live Now. 
Fpau Fpohmann. 1 Maplon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Others. 
Stories fk*om Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

BY C,C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carp of Capplyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, op Widow P 
Valepie's Fate. 

By SHBLSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Qpantley Gpange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICE, 
Ready*Money Moptlboy. 
With Happ and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Qlrl. 
Tira Case of Mr. LuoPAft. 



POPULAR NOVELS, 
boards, 28. each. 

By Besamt and Rice, continued^ 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years* Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT, 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLS, 

Camp Notes. I Savage Life. 
Chronleles of No-man'e Land* 
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Cheap Popular Novels, conHnued*" 
BY BRET HARTE» 

An. Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camili 
Callfornlan Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
MariUa* 

B7 ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

The Shadow of 

the Sword. 
AChlld of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 



Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



Miss or Mrs. P 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
Th eTwo Dest i n ies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Pagb. I From Midnight to 
Transmigration. ] Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 

Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Viiiage Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. i Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY DE MILLE, 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWBNT. 
Our Lady of Tears. I Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
p/ckwiok Papers. | Nicholas Nlckleby 



Cheap Popular Novels, eoMinued^ 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'BDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD SGGLESTON* 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlliotson. 
' Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One; | A Real QOeert. 

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRBRB, 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart, 
in Love and War. 
For the King. . 
In Pastures Green 



TheFiower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar* 
row. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degre 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | Sebastian Strome 

Elilce Quentin. | Dust. 
Prince Saronl's W fe. 
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD, 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. v 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-' 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thopnicpoft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dapk Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. (Number Seventeen 

BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The Wopid Well Lost. 
Undep which Lord P 
With a Silken Thpead, 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 



Deap LadyDlsdaln 
The Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 



LIniey Rochford. 
MIssMlsanthrope 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athens. 



BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfoid, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H, MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT, 

A Little Stepson. 



Open ! Sesame ! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 



Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Haif-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Oorllllon. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
ALIfe'sAtonement By the Gate of the 



Sea. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coa!s of Fire. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
V.'hiteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

; 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued—' 
BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 

malne. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folie Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 



TwoLlttleWocden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BImbi. 

in Maremma. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 



Lost Sir Massing- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

CiyfTards of ClyfTe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 



Like Father, LIk« 

Son. 
A Marine Resi- 
dence. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit : A Memory. 
The Canons Ward 



BY EDGAR A, POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
it Is Never Too Late to Mend 
Hard Caish. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love, 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering H«lr. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
By Charles Rbadb, continued. 
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hatei*. 
ReadlancL i The Jilt. 

Slngleheai*t and Dou'oleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other 
Animate. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN, 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL, 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. y 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, ^ 
Joan Merry weather. ^ 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 

BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY, 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT, 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R, A. STERN DALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle. 

The VIolln-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY, 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS, 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator^ 
Frtiu Frohmann. I 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued'^ 
By Anthony Trollope, continued, 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land- Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caldlgate. 

By FRA NOES ELEA NOR TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &e. 
Stories fhom Foreign Novelists 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Idle Excursion. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J.S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 1 Regimental Legends. 

BY LADY WOOD, 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 

Harte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harte. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of •♦ That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 

" That Lass o' Lowrie's.'* 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of "That Lass o* Lowrie's.'* 
Trooping with Cfjows. By Mrs. 

Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Qiove. By R. H. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 
Curly. By John Coleman. Illus- 

trated by J. C. Dollman. 
Beyond the Gates. By £• S. Piiblps. 
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